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BOUGHT BY THE ITALIAN MAFIA 


You don’t get to where | am in the Italian mafia without 
knowing exactly what you want...and taking it by any means 
necessary. 


The first moment | see her, | devise a plan so her degenerate 
dad will fall into debt with me, so | can get his daughter to 
fall head over heels in love with this older man. 


But when things go sideways I’m forced to buy her at 
auction, her father thinking I’m doing him a favor... that I’m 
bringing this younger woman home. 


I’m bringing her home all right... my home. It’s the first 
time I’ve ever bought a woman, but she’s not “a woman’, 
she’s my woman...and you can’t put a price on what’s 
priceless. Her. 


Now that she’s mine I’m going to claim every last one 
of her curves. Her innocence, and everything about her 
belongs to me now...forever. 


*Bought By The Italian Mafia is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Ciro 


“Stop!” | command, and the distraught father who thought 
he could show up at the front gate of an Italian mafia boss’s 
home unannounced, without getting a bullet to the head 
before being tied to cinder blocks and thrown over the side 
of an unmarked boat into the Hudson River on a foggy night, 
finally stops running his frantic mouth. 


“Now,” I say calmly. “Take your right hand, the same one 
you use to swear on the bible like a good Roman Catholic... 
the hand that means something, and put it between your 
legs.” 


“Take my hand and...?” 


“Do exactly what | just told you if you want to have even the 
slightest chance of ever seeing a sunrise again.” 


With a completely confused look on his face he wisely does 
what he’s told. 


“Good. Now grab and squeeze and tell me what you feel.” 


He opens his mouth to protest and a smirk immediately 
covers my face, reminding him that his life hangs in the 
balance for showing up here at my home tonight, and he will 
do exactly what he’s told or l'II tell my men to dispose of him 
before the top of the hour...if | don’t do it myself for wasting 
my fucking time and acting like a complete limp-wristed 
bitch. 


“Balls,” he says, almost as if he’s not entirely sure of 
himself. That certainly makes two of us when it comes to 
questions regarding his anatomy. 


“Good. So they’re still there...somehow. Now, take a deep 
breath, quit acting like a little bitch, and tell me your 
inconsequential problem in under ten seconds or I’m going 
to plant my fist so hard against the side of your face that | 
swear to god your jaw will be wired shut for six months, if 
you even wake up from the coma that | guaran-fucking-tee 
l'Il put you in.” 


“They took Taylor and she’s about to be auctioned off. 
They’re selling her body, her virginity... my little angel’s 
innocence, to the highest bigger.” 


| extend my hand forward and up into the air, my wrist 
peeking out from underneath the sleeve of my crisp white 
Zegna dress shirt and the custom made Brioni suit which 
rests atop it, before slowly bringing my elbow back and 
looking at the silver second hand sweep across the black 
face of my Panerai Luminor 1950 Tourbillon. There’s nothing 
that impresses me more in this world than the beauty of 
Italian design. 


Except one thing, and this estrogen-filled excuse of a man 
has it. 


| know because I’ve been watching his daughter, the object 
of my obsession, since | ran across her picture online after 
graduating near the top of her class at the high school not 
far from where | live. 


“Who the fuck is Taylor, and why do I give a shit?” | play 
along, feigning ignorance. 


“My daughter. She’s only eighteen and...!| got in over my 
head with the wrong guys.” 


“What guys and what happened?” 


“I own a construction company and we specialize in luxury 
homes,” he says, his hands shaking as he knows the clock is 
ticking until his daughter’s childlike exuberance and 
innocence is absolutely shattered by a vicious beast like 
me. What he doesn’t know is that that beast was always 
going to be me. | set up the trap and like a fool, he walked 
right into my blazing inferno. 


“What does that have to do with your daughter?” | continue 
playing along, but this little fuck surprises me with his 
callous arrogance and his cunning double-dipping 
backstabbing ways, although | should have seen it coming 
from a weasel like him. 


“| overextended my line of credit and they took her. They 
took my girl and now they plan on selling her.” 


“Who took her?” 


“The... mafia,” he says, whispering the last word as if there’s 
someone other than the two of us standing here, three 
including my gate guard five feet away with his thick fingers 
wrapped around the grip of his Beretta, and soon to be this 
guy’s throat if he doesn’t just say what he wants to say like a 
man, and quit wasting my time..not that | need any extra 
muscle when it comes to demolishing this guy with the 
posture of a slug. | could crush this worm with my bare 
hands without so much as my heartbeat raising a single 
beat per minute. 


“| don’t know anything about the mafia,” I lie out of 
necessity. For all | know this guy could be working with the 
feds, despite the fact that his body language and the fear 
that permeates every part of his body is completely 
congruent with his words. 


“The Lucchese family.” And that is the double cross that | 
didn’t think he was capable of or foolish enough to even 
consider attempting. 


Everyone knows who the Lucchese are, especially me. 
They've been a thorn in my side for years, trying to slide into 
my line of business for years despite the agreement that 
they do their thing and | do mine... exclusively. 


The fact that he was doing deals with them behind my back 
has me furious. | feel my calm assuredness that the trap | 
set had fallen right into place immediately slip from my 
grasp. And I want to slip my fingers, the tips now grinding 
into my palms almost as hard as the top row of my teeth 
grind into the lower lip, around his neck and choke him until 
| see the life leave his body because he’s unraveling my plan 
right on the very night it was supposed to come to fruition. 


Sure, he had no idea that he was originally buying those 
Italian porcelain tiles from a shell company | own, but the 
fact that he’d just overextended his credit with my company 
this morning was the reason | thought he came calling. 
Apparently he wasn’t content with going into the red with 
only one of the major crime families, so he decided to go for 
a daily double. What a dumbass. And as much as I want to 
kick him, | want to kick myself too for underestimating his 
stupidity. 


I'd told my men to abduct his daughter, tonight, and contact 
me when the fake auction we’d setup in the back of a 


warehouse with a few of the dancers from our club, that | 
also own, playing along with the charade as “other women” 
who were to be “sold” tonight. 


What this prick doesn’t know, along with how to be a man, is 
that | would never harm a hair on a woman’s head, let alone 
disrespect her or her family by selling one, or any human 
being that’s nothing more than a civilian. Men who decide 
to participate in the underworld are fair game for anything, 
women are completely off limits as far as I’m concerned, 
although unfortunately that doesn’t extend to other families 
in this day of honor-less criminals who don’t give a shit 
about codes and traditions that are hundreds of years old, 
let alone the all-encompassing omerta. 


But | damn sure would take his daughter, and only his 
daughter, and make her mine for the debt he owed me. 


But this wasn’t about paying off a debt. Hell, plenty of guys 
owed me money and it was far more profitable to keep them 
living in fear, paying exorbitant “interest rates” for the rest 
of their lives. 


This was different. This was about the young woman that 
when | first saw her | had to have...something that had 
never happened to me before. | felt a surge of energy just 
from seeing her face, blood racing through my veins and a 
desire to have her, make her mine, overtake every part of 
my brain. 


| thought about going straight to her house and taking her 
that very moment, but when | looked into who her father 
was, if you can call this ball-less coward a father, | decided 
to do things the way the mafia prefers in this day and age of 
endless surveillance... let the fly come right into the grips of 
the Venus flytrap. 


But her disloyal father had ruined the plan that I’d perfectly 
executed this past month, and that meant she really was for 
sale...and at a real Lucchese auction no less. 


They wanted me dead and walking into their territory was 
complete suicide. 


But the thought of another man having her, taking my 
woman’s virginity and claiming her innocence, was beyond 
worth dying for. | couldn’t get her out of my thoughts, my 
dreams, and there was no way in hell | was going to have 
nightmares about this night, for the rest of my life, which 
would become meaningless without her... about not doing 
what | need to do right now. 


Go claim what’s mine. 

And that meant | had to go straight into the belly of the 
beast, and not only come out alive, but come out with my 
newest, untouched, pristine possession. 

Her. 

“Giovanni will see that you get home,” | say to Timothy, and 
Giovanni ducks into the guard shack, ready to talk into the 
tiny communication device embedded in his lapel, alerting 
my driver to get this loser off my property immediately. 
“What about my daughter?” 

“I’m going to go take her from those men.” 

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” he says reaching for my 


hand like a peasant, a wave of relief visibly washing over 
him from head to toe. 


“Don’t thank me yet,” | say, shrugging him off. 

“Why. You’re not sure if you can save her?” he asks, all that 
fear racing back to his face and his body language 
immediately re-telegraphing his worry. 


“Oh, I’m going to save her all right.” 


“Then what is there to worry about?” he ponders, suddenly 
filled with fake courage. 


“The fact that you’re not going to be able to save her... from 
me.” 


CHAPTER 2 


Taylor 


The coarse rope cuts into my wrists and the scratchy 
blindfold grates against my skin as a thick hand prods me 
along. The air is damp and musty, almost like I’m in a coal 
bin or a fruit cellar, but whoever canned the fruits didn’t 
know how to get a proper seal on their Mason jars. 


“Move it,” the thick, heavily accented voice behind me says. 
“Maybe if you took my blindfold off and unbound my—” 


“Shut the fuck up and go faster,” he interrupts, pushing me 
so hard | feel my shoulder slam into a brick wall. 


I’m half terrified and half just plain fucking mad. 


Being angry seems to be a lot easier than being scared so | 
choose the former. But the question is just who I’m most 
angry with. 


Like most problems in my life, it starts with my dad and his 
greed to “get ahead.” It seems this time “getting ahead” 
put him behind the eight ball with some people who have 
their own way of collecting on debts. And when they 
showed up at our house, the only thing they seemed to find 
of value was me. 


| swear people can tell I’m a virgin from a mile away. Despite 
lying, hoping they’d find me useless if they thought I’d 
already been deflowered, they just smiled. 


“Nobody likes to fuck a fat girl,” the prick said, right before | 
spit in his face, only for him to return my greeting with one 
of his own...a backhanded slap across my jaw. 


Next thing | knew | could hear my dad putting up mediocre 
resistance to my abduction as my body was thrown into the 
back of a van like a sheep being led to the slaughter. 


And apparently this was the slaughter. 


“Make her look like something that someone will pay more 
than five euros to fuck,” the man’s voice says, just before my 
blindfold is pulled off and I’m pushed down onto a stool. 


In front of me is a mirror, Surrounded by lights. It’s like one 
of those mirrors | imagine they use in the back of late night 
TV show sets, where they prepare their guests to go on 
stage. And I’m going on stage all right, but not to promote a 
new movie or product I’m pitching... unless that product is 
my innocence. 


A woman puts down her cigarette next to a pack that is 
branded with two letters...MS, with the word filtro 
underneath. 


These strange cigarettes and that man’s choice of word, 
euro and not dollars, and his accent, tell me all | need to 
know. 


My dad let the Italian mafia take me from my own home and 
walk off with me. 


“Is this your first time?” the woman asks, as if I’ve been 
waiting my whole life to get sold to some middle age man in 
a dark, dank dungeon so he can rape me. Or does she think 


this is something my friends and | do to raise money to fund 
our Instagram vacations, not that | have any friends or have 
ever been on one of the ubiquitous vacations you see 
splattered all over social media, rubbed in your face if you’re 
someone like me who doesn’t have a bikini body, nor the 
perfect life to match. 


| say nothing, which pretty much matches the vacant look in 
her eyes. | look around the room, hoping there’s some way 
out of here. Hoping that | can ask her to help me, tell her 
that my dad can come up with the money, whether he can 
or can’t. At this point l'Il tell her anything if she can just 
help me get my freedom. 


“I Know what you're thinking. They all think the same 
thing.” 


Great. What ever happened to women looking out for each 
other, especially around creeps? 


“The room is entirely under surveillance...cameras and 
microphones.” 


“So what options do | have?” My mind is still trying to find a 
way out of here, despite how increasingly impossible it 
seems by the minute. 


“What options?” She starts to laugh, but just coughs smoke 
out of her mouth, and then a few deep, raspy sounds bellow 
from her chest as if she’s been working in a coal mine her 
entire life. “Options? That’s a good one.” 


She takes a drag of her cigarette from a brand I’ve never 
heard of before and sets it back down, her dead eyes rising 
to meet mine, a smile covering her face, if it’s considered a 
smile when there are no teeth to be seen. 


“You pay off your father's debt... or you die.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Ciro 


The lion under the hood of my Ferrari 812 Superfast roars to 
life. | goose the throttle and make a hard turn off my 
property and into the street. 


| weave in and out of traffic, splitting cars and goosing the 
throttle whenever | can. 


The light flashes yellow up ahead and | don’t even consider 
letting up. | just go faster, blasting through the empty 
intersection so fast no one will even be able to tell the cops 
the make and model of my car, and those stupid cameras 
they have mounted won't get my plate with the reflective 
spray that I’ve covered it with. The flash of light tells me the 
camera took a shot of my car, but the license plate number 
will be overexposed, not to mention | was through the 
intersection before the shutter on the camera could even 
fire. 


And speaking of fire there’s a good likelihood that guns will 
be drawn when | show up at the Lucchese auction. Hell, l’d 
pull a gun if a made man, a don no less, showed up at an 
event hosted by me, Ciro Ciccone. 


I’m signing my own death warrant by showing up there, and 
there’s no way | can get a gun inside. 


None of that matters. All that matters is getting her out. 


Her father overextended himself and now I’m going to 
“overextend” his daughter via sexual positions the human 
body’s not meant to bend in. 


People think I’m reckless, in all facets of my life. You know 
what reckless is? Being a stupid fuck and getting your 
daughter abducted, hell, taken right out from underneath 
your own nose in your own home, and then taken to auction. 


Now that’s reckless, and cowardice. Someone comes for 
what’s mine I’m defending them. They’ve gotta take me out 
in a bodybag first, and even then I’ve got timers set up 
around the house that would still be firing at them after I'd 
taken my last breath. 


Revenge... it’s a way of life. 


This bullshit suburbs “rich guy luxury home builder” game 
that Timothy Tizzard is playing is complete idiocy. 


You don’t rise to the top of the Italian mafia these days 
without having a head on your shoulders, unlike these 
dunces who are fake flexing on Instagram, thanks to the 
things their lines of credit bought. 


Today your brains are more important than your brawn, at 
least if you want to be anything more than just the muscle 
within la famiglia. If you don’t exercise your smarts as much 
as your max rep squats, well then your life expectancy if 
going to be shorter than the minuscule stacks of cash you 
stack as a low-level associate. 


But Timothy is lucky because | don’t tolerate violence or 
aggression towards women, especially when that woman is 
mine...even if she doesn’t know it... yet. 


The Internet has changed a lot of things about the present 
day mafia, but I’ve still got more than just a streak of old 
school running through my veins. l'Il always stand up and 
fight like a man, never rolling over like a fucking coward. 
Continuing to fight is the only way | can honor all the effort | 
put into fighting to stay alive since the earliest days of my 
life, and keep my sanity and humanity in the process. 


Most guys are afraid of violence these days, preferring to 
punch a few computer keys and lock up a bank account in 
the Cayman Islands versus punching another man in the 
face. 


Not me. Not when it comes to her. 


My red Ferrari revs as | pull up to the warehouse where the 
Lucchese auction is going down, and | step up and out of my 
ride to the looks of the neckless gorillas who spend their 
days and nights lifting weights and shooting steroids in each 
other’s ass cheeks. 


Fuck them and their shriveled up balls and scraggly 
receding hairlines. They crack their knuckles as | approach, 
but | don’t give a fuck. l'Il crack skulls if | have to in order to 
get inside. 


“Are you fucking crazy?” the main doorman asks, as if I’m 
underdressed for a nightclub. 


“I’m here for the auction, nothing more.” 
“Boss Says you're not—“ 
“Then get your boss on the phone so he can tell me to my 


face. Or better yet have him come out here and Say it to 
me.” 


The man slides back on his stool. “Wait,” he says, walking 
around the side of the building talking into his lapel. 


| feel the other men circling me, thinking they’re going to 
get an advantage, and try something. lIl let them try and 
talk without a tongue after | slice them the fuck off if they 
try and step to me. 


Wisely they do nothing, and a full minute later the main 
guy, who seems to be serving as head of security comes 
back and pats me down. “You try anything and you’re a 
dead man.” 


“We're all dead men, living on borrowed time. It’s the life we 
chose,” | remind him. 


He gives me a shove toward the door, but | don’t retaliate. 


I’ve got something much more important on my mind. 
Everything actually... her. 


CHAPTER 4 


Taylor 


The bright lights flip on like a slap across the face. | 
immediately feel the heat they’re putting off. It’s so bright | 
might as well be a patient on an operating table, but the 
only kind of operation being run here is a disgusting, illegal, 
immoral one. 


| can hear some chatter, but | can’t see anyone’s face. It’s 
just too damn bright. I’m made up, and dressed to look like 
an American pinup model ready to welcome home G.I.’s 
after the war. Great, so not only am going to be sold to 
some schmuck, but this human slave trade has a theme 
night, like it’s fucking Halloween. 


My tits are practically pushed up to my jaw. Apparently they 
thought that was my most sellable asset. The white lace bra 
and matching panties are sheer in too many places and 
completely void of material in too many others. | feel naked, 
and as much as | want to turn around and run off stage, 
there’s no way that’s happening in these hooker heels. 


| can barely stand up straight and if | turned to make a mad 
dash, I|’d probably fall and break my neck. 


“Fucking, dad,” | say under my breath, realizing he shouldn’t 
even be able to hold that title anymore. As a matter of fact 
if | make it outta here I’m never calling him dad again. 
That’s a title that’s to be earned and treated with respect, 
unlike the way he rolled over when those goons showed up 
at our home. Scratch that, house. It’s not a home anymore, 


and after what dad, | mean Timothy did, it’s damn near a 
brothel...at least as far as he’s concerned. 


| should be in college getting an education, but dad wasted 
all that money “expanding” the business, and look where 
that got us. Now the only thing that’s going to be expanded 
is my channel, when some random man takes it, stretches it 
and ruins my views on humanity for life. 


I’m scared now, but after this l'Il be scarred, in more ways 
than one most likely. It doesn’t take a genius to know these 
mafia guys like it rough, and the thought of me, with my 
complete lack of experience, is only going to cause them to 
lose control even more, and make things even rougher. 


| tried to put up a front earlier, to hide my fear with anger. It 
worked for a while. 


Not anymore... l'm absolutely terrified. 


“We'll start the bidding at one thousand dollars,” a voice 
booms over the loudspeaker. 


And now l'm not just terrified, but also offended. 


CHAPTER 5 


Ciro 


“Grappa, sir?” the waitress in a money green bikini asks, as | 
angle my body sideways and slide past her and the tray 
she’s effortlessly carrying. 


| don’t even bother answering as | move quickly through the 
room toward the stage, maneuvering around black leather 
sofas and other pieces of Italian furniture that are all facing 
the direction of the stage. 


| drop into a plush seat just as the lights dim and a man’s 
voice announces that tonight’s “festivities” are about to 
begin. | want to put my arms around his neck and strangle 
him to death, if only | could see him. 


But | need to stay calm, stay focused, and get exactly what | 
came for. 


| have no idea how many women are here tonight, and how 
I’m going to manage to hold it together when | see these 
women being auctioned off. The thought alone brings the 
taste of bile to my mouth, but that’s immediately washed 
away the second the curtain lifts and | see the first woman in 
a white bra and panties being brought forward. 


Where's that waitress when I need her? | want to light that 
alcohol on fire and throw it into the crowd. First, to blind 
them from seeing what’s mine. Secondly, so all the women 
in here can escape. 


The same voice announces the bidding will start at one 
thousand dollars, causing my hands to grip the armrests of 
the chair so hard the leather permanently twists and the 
wood underneath creaks. 


Underneath the makeup... behind the vintage look they’re 
going for...no matter what they’re trying to do to cover the 
sight of absolute female perfection...| can spot her. Always. 
Nothing can come between my eyes and the fire they're 
telegraphs straight through my veins and to my cock. 


Immediately my jaw drops to the floor and my dick soars to 
the rafters. My chest tightens at the sight of her, but my 
body is confused. 


Half of me is demanding to jump up on that stage and claim 
her right here and now so everyone in the world, anyone 
who’s anyone in the Italian underworld, knows she’s mine 
forever. 


And the other half of me wishes | had a Fucile Mitragliatore 
Breda modello 30 loaded up with a steel 20-round clip and 
about twenty more twenty round clips hanging from my 
shoulders like Rambo, so | could turn and fire on the men in 
this club until there were none left breathing air... air they 
didn’t deserve to breathe in the first place. And when | call 
them men, I’m using great liberally with that word. These 
creatures are scum, not even fit to be a part of the stronger 
sex. These days | swear women are stronger than ninety 
percent of the men | meet anyway, but that’s for another 
thought and another day. 


My eyes narrow on the blonde bombshell up on stage and a 
feral growl rolls off my lips causing the men in the chairs 
closest to me to turn and shoot me a look. 


Mine. She. Is. Mine. 


| turn and give them a death stare, letting them know if they 
even think about bidding | will unscrew their heads and shit 
down their necks. 


“Do | hear one thousand U.S. Dollars,” the voice says. 


“One million,” | announce, standing up so the whole room 
knows just who they’re fucking with if they’re stupid enough 
to try and go over the top of me. 


The announcer clears his throat. “Sir, could you please use 
your bidding paddle so there’s no misunderstanding in 
regards to—“ 


“You heard me the first time. | said one million dollars, and 
no one here wants a misunderstanding, which they will get 
and a whole lot more if they have the idiocy to try and 
outbid me.” 


The room was already quiet, but it goes to next level 
silence. There’s a long pause before finally the man simply 
says, “Sold to the gentleman in the front row.” 


“Ciro Ciccone,” | announce, turning my body to address the 
entire crowd. “And you all know exactly who the fuck | am 
so don’t pretend you don’t.” | straighten my suit, feeling the 
vein in my head throbbing. “And if any of you speak of 
seeing my woman like this | will give you the kind of fuck 
you're not about to find here tonight, as in I will come to 
your home, poke out your eyeballs and skull fuck you. Then 
see if anybody believes you when you have no eyes trying 
to tell people what you thought you saw. You saw nothing, 
except me leaving with my woman. Now fuck off.” 


With one movement | pivot on the ball of my foot, jump up 
onto the stage and pursue my woman, who’s being moved 
off stage. 


But to where...| have no idea. Yet. 


CHAPTER 6 


Taylor 


“You bid a mil for this one?” the swarthy asshole in the room 
where the business portion of this whole ordeal is apparently 
tidied up says as if I’m not a human, nor am | standing right 

here clearly able to hear him talking about me. 


Ciro Ciccone, the man who TV stations seemingly have one 
mug shot from about ten years ago no less, shoots his hand 
across the table and grabs the man by the throat. 


“And I’m gonna off you for free, just for the pleasure it will 
give me, if you don’t shut the fuck up, do you job, keep your 
little low level piss ant comments to yourself, and get me 
out of here, and away from your stench, as soon as humanly 
possibly.” He pauses. “Do | make myself clear.” 


The man makes a gurgling sound but Ciro waits a second 
before loosening his grip slightly. “I can’t hear you,” he 
says, his thick fingers compressing around the man’s 
windpipe again. 


His head nods slightly, his face turning from bright red to 
purple. 


“Good,” Ciro says, shoving his head so hard to the side the 
man falls out of his chair. 


I’m a simple person who avoids confrontation. | despise 
violence too...at least | thought I did until this very moment. 


| don’t know Ciro Ciccone, but | know of him. Whenever 
there’s some mafia killing that singular mugshot of his is on 
the news and he’s usually blamed, or supposedly the lead 
suspect. But I’ve never heard of him serving a day of jail 
time in his life. | also see now why the talking heads on TV 
news are always careful in the way they go about describing 
him and handling stories about him. 


He clearly looks more like a beast than a man. 


With a thick head of jet-black hair, and a burly beard to 
match, there’s something very feral about him. Throw in the 
thick eyebrows and the deep set eyes and it only 
accentuates the fact. Add in the fact that | could see the 
tattoo on his wrist leading up to his forearm while he was 
choking a man who was well over six foot and three hundred 
pounds, most of it muscle, and | learn a new fact about 
myself. 


Violence isn’t as bad as | thought, when I’m living it 
vicariously compliments of a man who could literally destroy 
anyone and everyone that so much as bothered me. And 
call me crazy, but I’m pretty sure he could literally do it with 
one hand tied behind his back. 


There’s dangerous, there’s Italian mafia dangerous, and then 
there’s Ciro. 


“Give me the numbers to the account, Tinker Bell,” Ciro says 
to the man and | stand there in awe, forgetting I’m in some 
bra and panties that | got shoved into not over an hour ago. 
I’m just taking in how Ciro is physically and mentally 
demoralizing this man who looks like he should be fighting 
in an underground cage somewhere. 


The man slides a piece of paper across his little desk to Ciro. 
“Give me your phone,” Ciro demands, and the man reaches 
into his pocket and hands it over without question. Who in 
their right mind does that? 


“Code?” 


“Eight six seven five three oh nine,” the man says as if he’s 
singing along at a Rick Springfield concert. 


Ciro rolls his eyes, punches in the code, and then logs into 
some website and apparently releases the funds. 


His meaty fingers tap the phone a few more times before he 
tosses it back to the man. 


“Where's the closest exit?” his deep voice leaving the man 
little wiggle room to try any tricks or lead him back through 
the club like those mazes at Ikea. 


He motions with his head to the side as he rubs his neck 
with both hands. 


Ciro turns to me, stares into my eyes as if I’m the only 
person in the room and suddenly the idea of being sold 
doesn’t sound as disgusting as it did minutes ago... because 
of the buyer, and that reason alone. 


Ciro’s big mitt finds the small of my back, my skin tingling at 
the electricity from his touch...and despite the fact that he’s 
feeling my bare skin it doesn’t feel weird. It feels... natural, 
as if someone who knew me intimately were touching me, 
not that | know what that would feel like from experience, 
but instinctively something about it just makes sense, it just 
clicks that this is how a real man touches a woman. 


“Let’s go,” he says, applying light pressure to my back but 
then suddenly his grip tightens and he stops me dead in my 
tracks. 


His hand pulls back from my body and immediately it’s like 
a void has been created. 


Before | can turn back to see what’s going on, he’s got his 
suit jacket off and he’s slipping it around my shoulders. 


“No one else is going to see you. No one but me that is,” he 
assures me, his eyes even more narrowed than before. “But 
let me lead the way. No telling what these goons might be 
planning.” 


He takes my hand and leads the way, pushing through the 
door and out into the night air. 


The smell of freedom is overwhelming, as is the challenge of 
walking in these shoes. Ciro seems to sense it and turns and 
scoops me up like | weigh nothing. 


“Put me down. | can walk on my own.” 


He doesn’t acknowledge my plea in any way shape or form. 
He just continues carrying me around the side of the 
building as if he’s carrying a loaf of bread home from the 
store. 


“Ciro!” | shout, letting it slip that | know who he is. His pace 
stalls for just a second, but as he continues on | feel his cock 
grinding into me from below. He’s holding me up so high in 
his arms that must mean he’s... no, it’s impossible. His cock 
extends beyond his belly button when he’s fully erect? 


Is he as hard as he gets or is there another level to his 
masculinity? 


He’s already the most masculine, stoic man I’ve ever been 
around. He doesn’t have to say a word and you can literally 
hear and feel his presence. | just wonder what kind of 
“present” he thinks he’s bought for himself. 


And why I’m not really putting up a fight for him to let me go 
as we approach a red Ferrari which he’s beelining to in a way 
that means it must be his... which, based on the way he’s 
carrying me to his car, he thinks | am too. His. His 
possession. His property. 


He did pay a lot of money for me, not that that allows him to 
lay a finger on me. Is that what he thinks he’s entitled to? 


But the bigger question is if and when I’m going to do 
something to make him think otherwise. 


Because I’m quickly starting to think that this has turned out 
to be a very fucked up kind of blessing in disguise. A very 
big blessing in disguise based on what’s poking into me 
from below. 


CHAPTER 7 


Taylor 


My heart slams into my ribcage as my palms look for 
something to grab ahold of inside Ciro’s Ferrari. | saw the 
dancing horse emblem as he was carrying me to the car and 
now here | am sitting inside while he moves around the hood 
to take his position behind the wheel. 


I’ve never been this low to the ground, nor could | have ever 
been in such a low position in my life, thankful that Ciro 
swooped in and saved the day... but that doesn’t give him 
the right to my body, unless | want it. 


And as much as I don’t want to set back the women’s 
movement about sixty years right now, | want him to have 
me. The fact that he bought me, and at such a high price, 
only enhances this fucked up fantasy which is playing out in 
real time. 


Ciro slide in behind the wheel, looking calm, cool, and 
collected like this is all in a day’s work. For all | know it is, 
but then again you never hear anything about him on the 
news in regards to being with a women, making it rain in the 
club, or anything at all from a social perspective. 


| don’t know if he’s a recluse or just extremely good at 
keeping his private life exactly that. But something inside 
me wants to know...needs to know. 


A chill races up my spin as I look across at him as he starts 
the Ferrari, the loud roar of the engine accompanied by the 


rumble under the seat which vibrates my clit to the point 
that this car is the best sex toy that’s never been mentioned 
along with the Hitachi magic wand and other things women 
rave about. 


And that’s specifically because this experience only happens 
at the top of the food chain, when you’re being pursued by 
an alpha predator like Ciro. 


Goosebumps cover my arms and | feel a cold drop of sweat 
slide down my back. | should be afraid, but I’m only 
aroused. 


Ciro doesn’t even look at me, just keeping his eyes forward 
as he leaves the lot behind the warehouse and | see exactly 
where I’d been brought to for the first time. From the 
outside it looks extremely basic and unassuming, by design 
I’m sure. And inside women are pawned off in the flesh 
trade, just like the victim | nearly became myself... or 
technically still am. 


But this is different. 


Despite knowing the picture that’s always used by the 
media when they want to show Ciro is at least ten years old, 
because that’s how long they’ve been using it, | can tell he 
hasn't missed a beat. 


It looks like he hasn’t aged at all in the last decade, or 
whenever that picture was taken. | guess being filthy rich 
and having enough money to buy any kind of longevity 
services helps you sleep well at night, unlike my stressed 
out dad who’s overextended his lines of credit and whose 
mouth constantly makes promises that he can’t back up to 
save his life...or in this case, his daughter’s. 


Ciro downshifts as we practically glide from the parking lot 
to the road, and not a second or two later | can tell by the 
other cars we're passing as if they’re standing still, that 
we're flying down the highway, despite the ride being so 
smooth, so effortlessly under control... just like him. 


But not me. I’m breathing hard and that drop of cold sweat 
that’s found it’s way down my back is about to meet another 
kind of dampness, but this one is hot, sticky, and quickly 
pooling between my legs. 


“Your father owes a debt...a debt that he didn’t have a way 
or the means of repaying, so he used you as his only 
bargaining chip...the only way to buy more time and 
attempt to square up that debt.” 


“I know,” | say flatly, not feeling scared anymore about the 
situation which played out earlier in the night when those 
men came and took me. Now, although | should feel scared 
around Ciro, | don’t. | just feel annoyed at my dad. 


There’s just something about Ciro that makes me feel small, 
feminine, and safe. | don’t have a daddy complex, which is 
strange considering | probably should as my father was a 
terrible one, but there’s just something comforting about the 
way Ciro just takes control of everything, as if all the 
everyday stresses and obligations disappear. It’s as if he’s 
the kind of man who just handles everything. Like this is the 
kind of situation where you just wake up without a care in 
the world, no reason to complain or feel any kind of 
nervousness or anxiety as you face your day, because 
everything you could possibly want or need, has already 
been planned for and taken care of...in advance. 


“But do you know that what happened back there is his form 
of payment?” 


“What exactly does that mean, or entail?” | gulp. 


“What that means is I’m taking you as payment, and what it 
entails is whatever | want because you’re mine now.” 


| wanted to argue, wanted to at least attempt to protest so 
he didn’t think | was some spineless girl, but the way he said 
it with such finality left no wiggle room, no attempt at 
negotiation. It was clear the deal was done and | had no say 
in the negotiation, despite the fact that there never really 
was a negotiation, and the payment was me. 


Those men back at the warehouse had tried to make me feel 
like a worthless whore, yet Ciro came in a red Ferrari that 
was damn near as close to a white horse as | could have ever 
hoped for, and saved the day. 


I'd always had a crush on him, but | never took it seriously. 
How was | ever going to get a chance to get close to him, let 
alone attract a man who can have any woman he wants by 
merely walking into a room and snapping his fingers. 


That might be an overstatement, but not by much. 


And my dad had made statements about him from time to 
time over the years. My dad revered him, despite not 
having ever really had a face-to-face with him, to the best of 
my understanding. 


The fact that he was pretty much both my dad’s business 
hero and tough guy icon all rolled up into one surely 
affected my subliminal thoughts. 


| knew he was ruthless and took whatever he wanted, but 
never in a million years did | think that what he would be 


taking would be me. 


Ciro shifts hard and the car accelerates, throwing my back 
against the seat to the point I’m sure we're pulling at least 
one g, one gravitational force. | couldn’t pull my back off 
the seat if | wanted to. My teeth clench and | try and tighten 
my stomach to move my body but | can’t. 


He readjusts himself in his seat as if to rub it in my face, but 
all it does is reaffirm how feminine this huge man makes me 
feel, which is no small task. 


“You can’t take me if | don’t allow it,” | say, my threat 
sounding hollow as | can barely breathe. 


He downshifts, and my body lurches forward slightly, but | 
try and play it off. 


| was proud for sticking up for myself, but was already 
readying myself for whatever he was going to throw at me 
next. | decided to get ahead of him with another zinger. 
“I’m not some piece of property you can just buy on a whim. 
As a matter of fact you just wasted a million dollars, because 
you can’t buy me at all,” | huff, crossing my arms across my 
chest. 


He turns to me and flashes me a smirk that goes straight to 
my pussy. | want to slap the arrogance right off his face, but 
all | can think about right now is it buried in my lap... this 
experienced man feasting on my flesh, making me come so 
hard that beard of his absorbs enough of my climax to shine 
for a year. 


He needs to be clear that I’m not going to submit to this, or 
at least I’m not going to make it easy for him. 


His arm extends in my direction, his index finger and thumb 
finding my chin. He tips my head back and inspects me like 
he’s picking out a melon in the produce section of the 
grocery store, not that a man like him has probably ever set 
his Gucci lace-ups inside a supermarket in his entire life. 


“You're absolutely right,” he says, throwing me for a loop. 


“Exactly,” | say, trying to jerk my face out of his grip, but he 
only tightens the grasp his two digits have on my jawline. 


“See, | would never force a woman to do something against 
her will. And I’ve already taken that into consideration, not 
that it required any thought on my part.” 


“So you can just drop me off where | ask and this night can 
be finished then.” 


“See, that’s where you’re wrong... Taylor.” He leans in closer. 
“You're going home with me, not because I’m going to force 
you or coerce you. You’re going to come because you want 

to, just as much as | want you to.” 


And just like that, all my snappy comebacks dried right up. | 
had no comment, no words to verbally judo him anymore... 
because he was absolutely right. 


| was his now...and | was going to like it. 


CHAPTER 8 


Ciro 


| swear | can smell the fear seeping from her pores and it 
wasn’t about to stop me. All it did was make me harder, my 
suit pants tenting to the point | could barely drive. 


Watching her pupils dilate when | told her exactly what | 
knew to be true was the ultimate aphrodisiac, not just for 
me, but for her. Showing her that | can read her like an open 
book. Letting her know that | understand her needs, wants, 
and desires even better than she does. 


And l'm just the man, an older man, to teach her things 
about herself and take her places she can’t even fathom 
right now. 


Her breath hitches and it reminds me how I'd stopped 
breathing the moment | laid eyes on her. 


| never even spend time on the Internet, knowing that’s one 
of the easiest ways the Feds can track your every move, but 
for some reason that day | just happened to browse the local 
news and there was a picture of her. 


It was the top ten or twenty-five, or some random number, of 
the top graduating seniors. But to me there was only one. 


Her. 


The innocence in her expression and the way she positioned 
her body. It was like she was telegraphing her shyness to 


the world without even knowing she was doing exactly that. 


And those curves. | knew I had to run my hand along each 
and every one, memorizing her wholly feminine shape, 
imprinting it into my memory so in those rare moments 
when we sleep apart, my hand will still moved throughout 
the night as if | was stroking her perfect body. 


And speaking of stroking, | promised myself no phallic 
victories. | would not touch myself, not bring myself to 
release, without being inside her. 


And now | was so damn close | swear | can smell her need. 


Getting her father in over his head was the easy part. The 
fucker trying to mess up the plan I’d laid out was only a 
minor roadblock at the end. There was no way | was going 
to let his daughter slip through my grasp, just as she'll never 
escape it for the rest of her days. 


She’s feisty as hell too. | wasn’t prepared for that although | 
should have been, already knowing she was smart as a whip. 


She was a ray of light, a picture of innocence in my world of 
people who have been beaten down and hardened by life 
and jaded by those same experiences. 


Hell, if l'm being honest sometimes that probably applied to 
me as well. 


No more. Not since | laid eyes on those long blonde locks, 
those magnificent breasts, the full curves of her hips, her 
smooth skin, those pouty lips like strawberries in the 
summer. Fuck, just thinking about it was brining me to the 
precipice, nearing me to fall over into the most intense 
orgasm of my life. 


But no. l'’d saved it for her and | would continue to. 
Something about me just knew that she was the one, and 
that the first time I’m with her I’m going to bathe her womb 
with my seed, breed her, and make her mine forever. 


| had so many plans for her, for us. It was time to train her 
body and make her crave only what | could give her. She’d 
beg me for what I’d give willingly, never making her wait 
because | want just as much as she does. And if she even 
had an inkling thought of leaving she couldn’t, because her 
belly would be full with my child, stretching and growing, 
reminding her who her real family is. Knowing who the man 
was who put life inside her, the complete opposite of 
someone like her worthless father, who was more than 
accommodating when it came to giving his very own 
daughter’s life away. 


| knew how lucky | was, and how much a pittance a million 
dollars was when it meant she was now mine forever. She 
would choose me, because | was going to show her just what 
it meant to be mine. To show her exactly why she’s my 
modern day queen. 


“We're here,” | announce as we pull up to the wrought-iron 
gate that separates my perfect life from the rest of the 
world. At least | thought | had the perfect life, but the 
moment | pull through the gate with her riding shotgun | 
know I was wrong all those years. 


Now, | have the perfect life. Because now | have her. 


My foot feels heavy on the gas pedal, but | hold back. 
Everything inside me just wants to rush things forward 
twenty years to the part where we have ten kids, a couple 
dogs and live in a village by the sea in Italy. 


Slow down, Ciro. 
“Where, exactly is here?” she asks. 
“Your new home.” 


Her eyes go from scanning the dark landscape to staring 
deeply at my expression. “You seem pretty sure of yourself 
there, cowboy.” 


| don’t know if that’s some American expression or what, but 
regardless this girl is either crazy foolish for the way she 
talks to me, or the match I’ve always needed. Someone who 
can talk to me like an equal despite the consequences, not 
cower in fear. And that’s the irony. Those that are afraid of 
the ramifications of speaking freely around me never will, 
and there will be ramifications for that. Whether it’s just a 
lifetime of contempt for biting their tongue, or worse, if they 
lie. Much, much worse for that. Regardless, it never works. 


Taylor, by speaking out, speaking her mind, doesn’t even 
have to worry about those problems, and immediately wins 
my respect and my ear in the process. 


“I'm very sure of myself, as | think | deserve to be based on 
what I’ve accomplished.” 


“And what, exactly, do you hope to accomplish with me?” 
“| already know what I’m going to accomplish with you.” 
“Which is?” 


“You're going to see for yourself that this is your home. 
You'll never want to leave and even if someone came and 


tried you'd kick and scream and wouldn't allow it.” 
“Is that how it’s gonna be... you think?” 
“I know.” 


“You're a feral beast, a monster,” she says softly, but most 
importantly she doesn’t disagree... because she knows I’m 
right. And she knows she’s right for wanting to submit to 
what her body is demanding of her. 


My eyes zero in on her lips as she takes her lower lip and 

bites it softly, the look of innocence sending a lightning bolt 
of pain straight to my balls as they demand to release what 
they’ve been holding especially and only for her, inside her. 


“I'll show you a feral beast,” | growl, leaning over into her 
side of the car and knifing my fist through her hair, grabbing 
the back of her skull and bringing her head toward mine. 


My lips crash down on hers hard, claiming her in yet another 
way... but still not the one | want most. 


| pull back, my heart rate soaring as she extends her neck 
out and tries to swallow, clearly unable to catch her breath 
too. 


“What was that?” she fake pleads. 


“A preview of what’s to come.” | don’t ask her if she liked it 
because | know. And she can read on my face, see the need 
in my eyes, that | don’t just like it..| need it. More and more 
and more like a drug that I’m addicted to after the first taste. 


I’ve never tried a drug in my life, but it’s clear she’s become 
exactly that. I’m addicted to her, lost in my need for 


everything that has to do with her. The way she consumes 
me is complete, and | will consume her just as completely, 
and in every way. 


I’m already regretting breaking our kiss, already needing 
more. | lean back in and kiss her again, softly this time, and 
her body melts in me. 


| need out of this car, these bucket seats, so | can feel all of 
her on all of me. Skin to skin contact in every way. 


My kiss deepens as my tongue pillages her mouth causing 
her to gasp and her tongue to explore just as hungrily. 


My grip on her amazing body tightens, my need causing my 
hand to slide off my suit jacket and around to her luscious 
body. | slide my hand across her skin and continue along, 
taking one cup of her bra in my grip, squeezing her 
voluptuous breast and every muscle in my body tightens 
even more. 


She whimpers into my mouth and | flip her diamond hard 
peak with my thumb, her nipple soaking up my touch. 


“You know how close I am to taking you right here and right 
now?” 


“We can...can’t,” she says oh so softly into my mouth, her 
words betraying her emotions. 


| look up to see my driver standing on the front steps. There 
are no lights on in the car and he’s wisely not looking in our 
direction, but still... it pisses me off. 


He wants to do his job, wants to pull the car into the garage. 
But right now his job should be to get lost. He knows I’m not 


alone, I’m sure the Giovanni, up at the guard shack at the 
front gate, alerted him that | was here... not that they don’t 
jump whenever they see one of my cars pull up the drive. 


But this is too much, and I’m going to have to change our 
standard operating procedures at the house. My woman 
needs her privacy, and | need mine too... with her. 


“Who's that?” she says, pulling my suit coat over her 
breasts, and recoiling in her seat in embarrassment. 


“That, needs to change,” | say, angry that she’s 
uncomfortable. “l'Il see to it that he takes a hike and then 
l'Il escort you inside.” 

She nods. 

| step out of the car and motion for my driver to take a break 
over by a tree. It’s not his fault. He’s just doing his job, and 
| need to remind myself of that. 

After he’s out of sight | walk around, open the door for my 
woman, and help her up and out of the car before escorting 
her inside. 


Now it’s time to do two jobs, the most important of my life. 


Put a baby in her belly and in doing so... make her mine. 


CHAPTER 9 


Taylor 


| step out of the shower after having spent a good twenty 
minutes in there just soaking up the steam and the scents of 
his soap and shampoo. 


If he was used to having women in his house, wouldn’t he 
have at least some women’s toiletries? | mean, he’d have 
some even just in case his mom or sister dropped by, right? 
But that’s not the biggest question. 


The real question is who is Ciro Ciccone... really? 


| realize | Know nothing about him, other than what he’s told 
me, which is nothing. 


| pat myself dry with the oversized Egyptian cotton towel 
that’s practically bigger than the blanket on my bed at 
home, and likely more expensive than the bedframe and 
eighteen-year-old mattress that goes with it, and came home 
from the store the day | came home from the hospital. 


Apparently dad could “save a couple bucks” by just skipping 
right past the “crib stage”. Unbelievable. 


As promised there’s a box on the bed, but next to it is yet 
another box. 


I'd taken my time in the shower, not just to soak up the 
ambiance, but to wash away the entire situation from earlier 
in the night. Ciro also insisted | scrub away all the makeup 


they’d applied at the auction house. He said he wanted me 
one hundred percent natural in order to see my true beauty. 


| appreciated his words, but come one...|’m nothing special. 
I’m not ugly or anything, at least | don’t think so, but I’m not 
breaking necks either. 


| don’t ever remember being called beautiful with any sort of 
sincerity before, and | almost didn’t know how to take it. 


And when | open the box | have no idea how I’m going to 
take, accept, what’s inside. 


The first thing | notice is the understated Prada logo on the 
tag of the all white number. | carefully pull the dress out by 
the straps, holding it in front of me. It’s stunning, and | 
don’t even want to know how much it cost, nor how he was 
able to get my exact size on such short notice. 


So he doesn’t have women’s toiletries, but he has a dress, in 
a size twenty no less, that he wants me to wear? 


| decide to go ahead and press my luck, opening the other 
box to find a pair of ultra-glam pumps. I run my hand along 
the smooth interior. Yep, that’s real suede. 


The outside is lined with mini crystals. These shoes are 
beyond elegant and more than show stopping. They reek of 
sex, exclusivity, and a price tag I’m glad has been removed, 
although I do notice the embossed Salvatore Ferragamo 
name in the footbed. 


| manage to slide on one, or more appropriately wedge my 
foot inside, only to find again...a perfect fit. 


The man has paid a million dollars for my freedom, only to 
immediately enslave me again. Not only that he’s got the 
dress he apparently wants to see me in and the heels to 
match. 


He’s dropped well over a million dollars in the last hour. | 
can’t fathom that kind of money even though | try to remind 
myself he’s a billionaire, or at least that’s what’s been 
reported by numerous sources. If he spends a million dollars 
of just one billion, assuming for a second that he’s the 
lowest level billionaire you can be, the fact that I’m even 
thinking about it in terms like this is absurd, that means he’s 
spent one one thousandth of his wealth. 


Regardless, this absurd amount of money is “nothing” to 
him, but | definitely get the vibe that what he’s doing here is 
far from nothing, and even further from what he does on a 
daily basis. 


He seems calm, cool and collected about everything but not 
to the point it’s an everyday occurrence for him. 


| can’t imagine using one one thousandth of my worth to 
basically buy a person. But then again, did he buy me? Can 
you buy the willing, which I can’t deny I’m quickly becoming 
if | wasn’t already? 


| step back from the bed and it’s only then I notice a third 
box with an Agent Provocateur label on it. | know what 
that’s for, and they most certainly need to go on first. 


| can’t help but think exactly what’s going to go down on 
this bed tonight. Apparently this is the room he’s cordoned 
off for our... activities. 


| move to the closet, pull it open and am immediately 
slapped across the face with the woodsy, musky scent of 
Ciro. Is this his... personal closet? 


No question about it by the amount of perfectly pressed 
white shirts and suits that hang in the closet, and the 
numerous shoes in perfect alignment in shoe trees on the 
floor. 


That’s why there’s nothing feminine in this room. This is his 
room. He wants me in his personal space. 


Does he really not understand that | have absolutely zero 
sexual experience and that I’m going to ruin these silky soft 
sheets? Maybe he’s into that sort of thing. 


My heart rate kicks up a notch as | realize I’m putting on all 
these clothes, and these shoes, just to impress one man... 
one very important wealthy man who’s currently waiting on 
me. His time is beyond valuable but he’s ready to spend it 
all on me. 


After | slide into the matching lingerie set, and then the 
dress, | take a look at my heels once again. Yeah, these are 
definitely “I’m getting fucked tonight” shoes, no question. 


| take a seat at the edge of the bed and marvel at the 
craftwork and detail of the mini crystals on the exterior. This 
is delicate work and was definitely done by hand. 


| freeze up for a moment, just staring at these amazing 
shoes...and I’m not even a shoe gal. Or at least | wasn’t 
until now. 


| feel the thong ride up my ass and | feel much more 
powerful than | ever have before in my oversized cotton 


granny panties. 


Ciro’s teaching me more about myself without even being in 
the room than my dad taught me in years, not that I’d want 
to learn this kind of stuff from my dad, but he was absent in 
all ways...and he certainly didn’t care about me or my 
interests, as he proved time and time again by missing any 
and all school functions when | was growing up. 


Ciro on the other hand kisses me like I’m the last woman on 
earth, dresses me up like I’m a special doll that should be 
cherished and kept behind glass, yet | know later he’s going 
to ravish me like there’s a comet inbound for earth and 
tomorrow’s never going to come. 


| don’t have much choice in this whole ordeal, and the truth 
is | realize | don’t want a choice. I’m not looking for 
somewhere to place blame because | know that | want this 
just as much as he does. My lack of choice is a blessing, 
because that means Ciro will remain in control, as he’s 
surely used to and just as he wants to be. 


And I’m more than happy with that. Oh, l'Il get mine all 
right, but | have a feeling a lot of that will be based on 
seeing just how much | affect him, how much | cause him to 
lose control, when the time is right. 


If those men hadn’t taken me I wouldn’t have wound up here 
now. And if | wasn’t home or something of that nature, my 
dad wouldn’t have had anything to settle his debts with, 
which sounds disgusting but on the other hand that just 
might have truly kept my dad alive. My very existence 
saved my father, and now a different older man is going to 
teach me even more about myself tonight... in a very 
different way. 


A way that I’m not about to deny that | don’t want. 

The only question is quickly becoming what happens when 
this is all over? Surely a man like this will tire of me after a 
certain amount of time. 

One night? | hope not and don’t think so. 

A week? IfI were a betting girl l’d put my money there. 

A month? This would be the absolute limit, for sure. 

But what about me? Once give my body to Ciro | know my 
heart will be coming along right behind it. And once Ciro 
has my heart there will be no use for it when he gives it back 


to me broken in two. 


But something tells me that maybe this could be something 
bigger, something real. 


But I’m a realist, a thinker and a feeler, and both my mind 
and my heart are telling me this is just a quick stop in the 
journey that is my life. Here today, gone tomorrow. 


So why am I suddenly hoping it will be so much more, when | 
know it can’t be? 


At least not for a girl like me and a man like him. 


CHAPTER 10 


Ciro 


| stand in the doorway, watching her, admiring her, as she 
admires herself in her dress in front of the full-length mirror. 


The choice is perfect, the white color highlighting not only 
her innocence, but also every insatiable curve that | want to 
drag my tongue along, tasting her, memorizing her skin, her 
breathing patterns, everything about her. It fits her like a 
second skin, just like | want every inch of my skin pressed 
against every inch of hers. 


| watch as she bends over to run her hands along her heels, 
her breasts damn near tumbling out of the top of her dress 
and her ass sticking out right at me. Those two perfect 
globes are calling out to me, to travel across the room and 
slap them hard. To knead them in-between my fingers like 
dough as I make her, mold her into my woman. 


But | don’t want some lap dog that will bend to my every 
wish. | want a real woman, one with her own mind who 
stands up for herself, and isn’t afraid to talk back to me 
when we're not in public. And she’s clearly shown that’s 
exactly who she is. 


My cock jerks as she angles her hip out and | swear | can see 
those Agent Provocateur panties peeking out from 
underneath her dress. Damn, she’s so fucking perfect in 
every way, both physically and mentally. A rare 
combination, especially for a millennial. 


Most seem focused on expanding their social media 
presence, not their imagination or intelligence levels. Not to 
mention the tremendous number of girls who starve 
themselves and use filters to make their waists look 
impossibly small. Who in their right mind is attracted to 
that? 


And more importantly, where would the baby live? 


A gasp of surprise escapes her when she’s bent over so far 
that she can see me standing behind her, a smirk clearly 
covering my face. 


“How long were you standing there and why didn’t you say 
something?” 


“Do you know how incredibly peaceful you look when you 
don’t Know anyone’s watching?” 


“You didn’t answer my question.” 


| take a step forward, moving to her, unable to resist her 
magnetic pull. 


When | arrive at her body | bring a single finger to the end of 
those blonde locks and run them across the tips of her silky 
smooth hair before leaning in close to her ear, but not close 
enough that my throbbing erection pokes her, scares the 
hell out of her, and sends her running in the opposite 
direction. 


“Not long enough,” | whisper into her ear as | breathe in her 
scent. | swear | can hear her heartbeat and I'd bet 
everything | have that it’s pounding in the exact same 
rhythm as mine. Synchronized. 


“What’s my name?” | ask after she says nothing, just 
standing there frozen in her new outfit. 


“Why do you need me to tell you?” 


“| don’t need you to tell me, | just need to hear it from your 
lips.” 


“As if that makes it anymore special?” 
“Try it and see.” 


She cocks her head to the side, and | watch her watching 
herself in the mirror. “Ciro,” she says softly. The feminine 
sound of my name sliding through her lips causes my eyes 
to close as | inhale deeply through my front teeth, eliciting 
an unexpected sound. 


At that moment | know that if | ever hear her say another 
man’s name like she just said mine | will do whatever it 
takes to eliminate him from our lives forever. 


But she won’t.. ever. l'Il never give her a reason to want 
anyone but me, just as l'Il never thirst for another but her. 


Does she really not comprehend the depth of my need for 
her. She’s older and wiser than her age, but can she 
comprehend just how much of an impossible find, a needle 
in a barn full of haystacks, that she really is? 


And now she’s mine, and that needle is about to pass 
through the eye of the storm. 


| bring my lips to her neck and drag them across her tender 
flesh, before | can’t take it anymore. | move her hair away 


and kiss her gently on the part of her neck where I’ve just 
swept away her hair. 


| feel goosebumps against my skin and at first she jumps, 
but then she leans back into my mouth. 


“I know you’re wet for me, Taylor,” | announce as if it’s the 
most natural thing in the world. 


“What makes you so sure about that?” she says with that 
cocky feistiness that pulls me in and promises to never let 
me go. 


“Because I’m as hard as a rock, harder than I’ve ever been, 
and | know this feeling of need isn’t one-sided, despite how 
we got to this point.” 


“And what point are we at... Ciro?” 


| exhale hard at the sound of my name again, my body 
moving even closer as | show her just what she’s doing to 
me, my cock firmly planted into her side. “ That, is the point 
we're at.” | pause. “Now confirm what | already know.” 


“If you already know then why do you need me to Say it?” 


| bring my hand back up, wrapping my fingers firmly, 
possessively, around the back of her neck. “Because it 
means so much more when you do.” 


She tries to move her head back, but I don’t allow it. “Say it, 
or tell me it’s not true,” | demand. 


“I'm...| want you,” she mouths for the first time and it takes 
all the willpower I’ve ever had not to take her right now, in 
this moment. But she’s just getting started. “My pussy is 


wet. The new panties you got me are already soaked. And if 
my nipples get any harder they’re going to ruin this dress.” 


| look in the mirror, looking at those tips that are so hard 
they could cut glass. | growl so deep it sounds like | pulled 
the sound out of a gutter. And that sums up exactly where 
my thoughts are right now. 


“But, you... you paid money for this.” 


“Not like this!” | lose it completely, raising my voice. “I don’t 
buy women. I never have and never will.” 


“How do I know this is real, then?” 


“| bought your freedom, your father’s freedom, your family’s 
freedom. That’s all. | did not buy you, but...l| own you now.” 


“You don’t...” she begins, but she doesn’t finish. “What if...” 
she tries again. 


“Don’t fight this, Taylor. Don’t fight what you know to be the 
truth. Don’t fight what you feel. And don’t fight me...then 
again, feel free. It only makes me want you more, even 
though that sounds impossible based on how much you’ve 
already completely upended my world.” 


“You want me to be yours?” 


“| don’t want it. | need it. And you are mine. It’s just a 
matter of you recognizing the obvious, admitting it to 
yourself, and then all hells going to break loose.” 


Nothing. | release her neck from my grasp, but she doesn’t 
lean forward like she’s free. Her body leans back, like 
there’s a void that she needs me to fill all over again. 


“Say it,” | demand, not able to take more of this before | 
explode in my pants like a high school boy. 


“I'm...” she gasps. “I’m yours,” she says quickly, as if 
ripping off a bandage to get it over with, saying it quietly 
like it’s a dirty little secret that only the two of us can know. 


“Like you mean it. Say it like you mean it.” 


| rein in my need, trying to fight the lightheadedness I’m 
feeling, knowing I’m so damn close to getting her to admit 
what | already know. But this isn’t about me or what | need 
to hear, or at least not entirely. 


This is letting her know it’s ok, what she feels isn’t wrong. To 
acknowledge to herself that her thoughts are consistent and 
congruent with what she really desires. | want her to 
commit to what she’s feeling, to go all in. I’ve been all in 
since | first laid eyes on nothing more than a picture of her. 
Now it’s her turn. 


Had | lost it? Maybe, but if you lose it for the one then they 
are absolutely that...the one and only for you. It’s all the 
confirmation you need that you may be crazy, but for all the 
right reasons, or more accurately for the only reason. The 
one person you were meant to be with. 


All of this would have sounded like complete romance book 
b.s. to me before her. | wouldn’t have even had to dismiss 
such ridiculous thoughts, because thoughts like these would 
have never entered my lexicon, my sphere of existence. 


But now, they were everything because she was everything. 
And I'll be damned if | don’t let her submit to what she 
already wants. 


Me. This. Us. 


| run my hand down the back of her dress, stopping at the 
small of her back to feel the amazing curves of her full- 
figured beauty. | couldn’t wait for this dress to be thrown 
against the wall and for my tongue to have the same 
experience, follow the same path, as my fingers. 


“That feels so good,” she whimpers, losing her resolve to 
fight this. 


“It’s only going to feel better when you tell me what | want 
to hear what you know is true.” 


A moment passes between us and then as confidently as if 
she’s announcing her own name to the world she turns and 
looks me straight in the eye. “I’m yours.” 


“You're damn right you are.” Just as soon as the last word 
leaves my mouth, my lips are on hers, ready for all hell to 
break loose. 


CHAPTER 11 


Taylor 


“Fuck, your mouth tastes so damn perfect...so damn mine,” 
he growls into my face, his dark voice so commanding that 
at that moment | would have jumped out of an airplane with 
no parachute if he told me to. 


Because | know he’d be right there with me, holding on for 
dear life, never letting me go. | trust him...completely, 
despite the fucked up way we got to this point. 


He pulls back, staring at me with this dominating expression 
that telegraphs just how much he wants to own me right 
now, in all ways. 


Blood throttles through my veins knowing how this volcano 
is really about to erupt at any second. 


Suddenly his hands are on my waist, lifting me up off the 
floor like he’s a world powerlifting champ picking up a 
feather throw pillow from the couch. 


And seconds later the couch is exactly where he tosses me, 
his big body quickly hovering over the top of mine, causing 
my heart to slam against my ribcage. 


As he slides over the top of me, kissing me ferociously again, 
| can feel his stiffness poking into my body. His thick, huge 
girth calling out with need to be submerged, fully, into my 
tight, dripping wet channel. 


God, how | want him to take my virginity this very moment. 
The whole thing is so wrong. This man just bought me at an 
auction...a human fucking auction! Yet here | am, flat on my 
back on the most comfortable couch I’d ever felt, let alone 
seen, this man on top of me and I'm loving every second of 
it. | should loathe his very existence, the power he has over 
others and how he can steamroll anyone he wants with his 
dominating personality and his deep-rooted connections in 
the underworld. 


But being underneath him causes me to feel that power in 
its entirety, and does it ever turn me on. Was he using me... 
just taking advantage of my father’s situation? 


Or was this truly more? 
And more importantly, do | even care in this moment? 


| damn sure do because despite how hot and heavy this is 
getting, despite how I’d never been so aroused in my entire 
life, my body is sacred and | always knew | was saving it for 
the one. 


| just didn’t think it would be the billionaire Italian mafia 
boss whose eyes clearly telegraph that he’s not going to 
take no for an answer. Not that | would ever think of telling 
him to stop, let alone wanting him to. 


The fact that he wants me only made me feel better about 
myself. Any and all insecurities | had about my body, my 
inexperience, about any and everything are quickly swept 
under the rug as his need shows me that to him... am 
perfect. 


Before | barely even know what’s happening he grabs my 
clothes, jerking them from my body and | feel fresh air 


Sweep across my groin as he stares down with the 
unmatched intensity of a feral predator at my opening. 


The speed and intensity of my breathing kicks into another 
gear | didn’t even know I possessed, as he makes it clear 
he’s about to possess me. 


His big mitt grabs my knee, before those thick fingers of his 
slide along the inside of my thigh pausing just inches from 
my cunt. 


We both freeze, staring into each other’s eyes as | practically 
dare him to take it to the next level. 


He leans in, kissing me hard, as | throw my arms around him, 
pulling his body into mine, his thick lats like handles for me 
to hold onto. | Know I’m going to need a strong grip once 
this bear of a man starts thrusting. 


But the kisses that start on my face quickly make their way 
down my body, stopping on my mons pubis as his angular 
chin slices through my folds. 


| flex my ass, raising up off the couch as I will my pussy into 
his mouth. He doesn’t make me wait, sending his tongue 
straight down my folds before lapping straight up my middle 
like a bloodthirsty killer. 


And murdering my pussy is exactly what | want him to do. 
| feel his hand at my entrance just before he corkscrews two 
fingers inside me, my mouth flying open but no words 


escaping my lips. 


Slowly, and then slower still, he slides his fingers out of my 
hole bringing them in all their glistening glory to his lips, 


and sucks off my cream in one giant gulp. 


A feral sounds roars in his chest before he tips his head back 
and howls at the moon like a wolf calling out for its mate. 


His head snaps forward, his pupils in full dilation as he slides 
his fingers back inside me. 


But this time he doesn’t need to remind himself how | taste, 
he wants to share in the pleasure... bringing his fingers just 
shy of my lips. 


“You've never tasted anything so fucking amazing as this... 
as yourself. | guaran-fucking-tee it,” he promises in 
absolutely no uncertain terms. 


| lean forward to see exactly what he’s talking about, but 
before I’m even there he stuffs those slick digits in my 
mouth and the sweet, musky flavor invades my orifice. 


“Tell me I’m wrong,” he commands. 


| just shake my head, still licking his fingers. “You're right... 
oh so right,” | mumble into his hand, refusing to let those 
fingers go despite the fact | can barely breathe. 


He picks up on it immediately. “Breathing is going to be the 
last of your problems when this really kicks off... when your 
toes kick like they’re hooked up to a fucking car battery and 
you jolt like a cadaver being electrocuted.” He pauses. 
“Yeah, it’s a strange and fucked up analogy, but you’re 
going to swear you've died and gone to heaven, that you 
can’t control your body’s reaction to what | have planned for 
you. Know that, woman. And don’t you ever fucking doubt 
it.” 


“| have no doubt,” | confirm immediately, pulling my head 
back so | can speak clearly, or at least as clear as | can with 
a very blurry sense of conscious right now. My head is 
Spinning and my body feels like it’s floating. 


“Good, because I’m going to leave absolutely zero doubt in 
your mind who you belong to...not just tonight, or tomorrow, 
or whenever this bullshit debt nonsense is paid off... but 
forever.” 


| nod. 


“And you know exactly who I’m talking about. Who owns 
you.” 


| don’t move. 


“Tell me. Tell me who has complete control over your 
existence, your pleasure, your safety, and the life you know 
you deserve.” 


“You,” | say oh so softly, my vocal cords damn near betraying 
me. 


“You better fuckin’ believe it,” he says, taking my throat in 
his hands, giving it a medium-firm squeeze that tells me 
he’s trying to hold back before his lips crash down on mine. 
He pulls back ever so slightly, our mouths just a hair's 
breadth away. “And I’m never letting you go.” 


“Promise?” 


“Always and forever,” he says and the entirety of my body 
melts into the couch, feeling safe, protected, and...loved. 


CHAPTER 12 


Ciro 


I’ve never made such a claim in my entire existence, yet 
nothing ever felt so natural, so completely at ease with 
every part of me, as telling her just what was in store for the 
rest of her days on this planet. Being mine in all ways. 


As much as | wanted to take things slow, teasing her so her 
body would crave only what I, and only I, could give her... it 
was becoming abundantly clear that that wasn’t going to be 
possible. 


| wanted to train her, but the reality was that | was the one 
needing the training. | was a hungry beast, Pavlov’s dog 
with the need for a bell. All | needed was to catch the 
faintest whiff of her natural fragrance and | was like a shark 
Swimming at full soeed after detecting the tiniest drop of 
blood in the ocean. 


And that’s what the world was, and had been, unbeknownst 
to me until her. An ocean of shit. A world full of the same. 
“Same, same, but different,” as they say in Southeast Asia. 
Human clone after human clone. Applebee’s serving up 
quesadillas that most people erroneously thought tasted 
good... because they’d never dined on the best of the best 
like | was now... her pussy. 


And no one else ever would. She was mine and mine alone 
into perpetuity. 


In my line of work, and life, considering the two are 
intertwined, the first rule of life is to never lose control. | 
was way past that at this point. | was out of my mind for 
her, and | couldn’t rest until her innocence was mine. 


| scoop Taylor up off the couch quickly, tipping the fucker 
clean over which causes the maid to push through into the 
room. 


“Out!” | command, a snarl following my order. The maid 
may have been a straight woman, but | don’t give a damn. 
No one, and | mean no one sees what’s mine. 


| twist my arms so Taylor’s intimate parts are hidden, 
keeping the knowledge of perfection, the fact that I’m the 
only one who will ever lay eyes on this Mona Lisa, intact. 


“Where are you taking me, Ciro?” she asks. 


“Quit asking questions. Quit analyzing. Quit living in the 
future and give yourself to the moment, here, with me now,” 
| say. Not two seconds later I’ve carried her from the small 
couch in my bedroom to the bed, tossing her flush on her 
back as | strip away my clothes, my eyes never leaving her 
insane body. 


“Spread those gorgeous legs for me and show me that pretty 
pink pussy that belongs to me,” | growl. 


| couldn’t wait any longer, despite the fact that | should slow 
down and make this romantic, perfect for what’s surely her 
first time. I’ve already waited too damn long to take what’s 
mine. 


“Wider,” | demand, trying to will her legs further apart, her 
opening more spread for me to fit my thick inches. 


As | get the last of my clothes off and tossed to the side 
somewhere, | slide in-between her legs, pressing them open, 
her glistening pussy on full display. 


Even from a few feet away I can see her juices already 
glistening, sliding down the crack of her ass and moistening 
my sheets...the ones I’m going to put in a vacuum sealed 
bag and keep forever, opening every day for the rest of my 
life just so | can smell the innocence I’m about to strip away. 


“Ciro,” she calls out, her voice raspy and her breathing 
erratic. 


| pause as if a wolf about to feed on a fresh kill and I’ve just 
been interrupted. 


“| have to tell you something,” she continues. 

She was so damn nervous looking that | didn’t want to ask 
her what | already knew must be true. But if she’s going to 
bring it up...fuck me, | can’t wait to hear the words roll off 
her sweet lips. 


“Tell me.” 


“I'm... l’ve..L..1 don’t have experience with...this kinda 
thing.” 


“What kinda thing?” | growl. 
“This.” 
“What is... this?” 


“What we’re about ready to do.” 


“What we’re about ready to do or what you can’t wait for me 
to do? What you need for me to do? What you want more 
than anything in the world?” 


“Yes, that.” 


“That, what? Say it. Let the words fall from you lips and into 
my ear, driving me even more wild than | already am.” 


“I'm...l’m not experienced in...sex.” 
| don’t say anything, waiting for that magic word. 
“l'm a virgin.” 


My eyes close, squeezing tight without me even trying, as | 
breathe in for a full six counts, holding it six more, and then 
releasing it for a beat of six. Eighteen seconds...one second 
for every year she’s been on this planet...every year that’s 
been leading up to this moment between us. 


“Mine,” | groan. “Always mine.” 


| lean in and mouth fuck her, tasting her lips once more 
before | slide my cock inside that tight virgin pussy, popping 
her cherry and claiming it as mine. 


Everything about my existence in this moment is completely 
primal, feral, and | pull back and bury myself in her groin, 
licking straight up her folds as she pushes her pelvis up and 
into my face, making sure | taste every last inch of her. 


| pull back, just staring at what was about to be mine... my 
face so close if her cunt was a snake it would have bitten 
me. But the only biting here was the one I'd been bitten by. 


| can’t believe | was even having thoughts like these, up 
until this point knowing I’d never have a woman in my life. 


Not anymore. | was bit all right, but the one and the 
undying love | knew she was ready to devote and give to 
me, just like me to her. 


But before the romance, | needed to claim her. And it was 
time to do exactly that. Right. Fucking. Now. 


CHAPTER 13 


Taylor 


His hands stake their claim on my waist before sliding 
around to my ass, Kneading my globes... hard. 


My pulse skyrockets as | feel his warm breath on my pussy, 
his gaze dialed in on my innocence. 


“You're so wet, so ready for this,” he correctly calls out, my 
pussy already trying to clamp down on something, but 
there’s nothing there, nothing buried inside me to milk until 
its dry. 


“Yes, I’m so ready, Ciro. Fuck me. Fuck my wet pussy and 
make me yours.” 


One hand comes off my ass and he fists his cock with his 
hand that turns into a completely sleeved arm right where 
his wrist meets his hand, running his cock through my folds 
before grinding the crown into my nub. 


My whole body starts to convulse but | suck in a deep breath 
and hold back, not wanting to come until we do it together. 


He just continues pleasuring me, working his dick right 
around the inside of my opening, but not breaching my 
hole. | stare at that inked artwork on his body as | look down 
and also take in the sight of him so close to taking me, 
watching his dick slide through my crease. 


The sensations are intense, my need taking me to a place of 
hunger, and even anger that I’m not feeling him take me 
yet. 


“Spread wider,” he orders, and | squeeze my knees as hard 
as | can, pushing them down towards the mattress. 


“Wider,” he commands yet again, but I’m at my max...or so | 
thought. 


He mounts me, his big body forcing my legs open wider as 
my body readies as best as it can for the absolutely huge 
cock in his hands. The head is purple, damn near angry, 
and covered in my cream, and damn sure some of his too. 


“Should we use a condom?” | whimper, knowing this is 
about to happen. 


“Fuck no!” he shouts as if offended. “When I say I’m making 
you mine | mean mine in all ways. And that starts tonight. 
I’m getting you pregnant, you watch. Nine months from 
today you’re having my child, my little bambino boy... my 
first born son.” 


| inhale hard at his words, throwing caution, and sanity, to 
the wind. All the air leaves my lungs, or so I think. 


“This is it. There’s no going back from here.” 


“There is no back. There’s only forward, and only with you.” 
| announce. 


In one swift move he buries the entirety of his inches in me 
and then the rest of the air | didn’t realize | was holding in 
comes rushing out, my entire body freezing as he growls like 
a man possessed. 


“You okay, baby?” 
| nod. “Uh huh.” 


“I’m gonna go as slow as | can, open you, and | promise 
never to hurt you, but | don’t know just how long | can go 
slow.” 


“| don’t want slow. Ciro, you’re the only one who’s ever 
made me feel this alive. | want that. | want the full 
experience, the pain that hurts so good, and the pleasure. 
I’m ready for it all.” 


“You sure?” 


| nod again, and he slowly eases out of me, each and every 
nerve ending that lines my walls firing at the sensation of 
him stretching me, my body closing as he creates a void that 
pisses me the fuck off. 


| grab at his hips, trying to will him back inside me, but it’s 
absolutely ridiculous to think | have any effect on him. He’s 
too big, too strong, and too immobile. 


| feel a tear fall from my eyes and realize my words about 
pain weren’t just talk. But damn it feels so good. 


| can’t tell if | want him to pull out and come all over me, 
marking me with his spunk and his smell, or to come inside 
me and get me pregnant. | want it all, right now, but I also 
know this isn’t going to be the only seed he delivers in, or 
on, my body tonight. 


The idea of the perfect conception, our first time and first 
climaxes together creating a child is a thought that 


immediately overwhelms me, but not as much as when he 
stuffs his massive girth back inside me, his hips already 
starting to pick up speed as he rocks back and forth, 
stretching me, opening me, making me his. 


“Tell me how good this feels,” he snarls. 


“Amazing. Fucking amazing,” | call out, not realizing where 
all this dirty language is coming from as | feel myself about 
to come in another way...the ultimate way. “I’m close.” 


“You don’t come until | say so,” he growls. 
“VTL try.” 


“You will,” he instructs, pulling out of me, infuriating me, but 
he doesn’t keep me waiting. 


His hand grabs my leg and in one swift motion he flips me 
over on my stomach like I’m nothing more than a pancake in 
a Skillet. 


| feel his cock bury itself right back inside me all over again, 
but this time he fists my hair, tugging it hard as he begins to 
slam into me from behind. 


“Uh huh,” | moan. “Oh yeah!” | cry out in a high-pitched 
voice. 


If he thought this new position was going to prolong the 
experience he’s completely mistaken. 


“Oh fuck,” he moans in a guttural tone, his deep baritone 
echoing throughout the bedroom. “You’re so fucking 
beautiful. So fucking perfect. Your pussy was meant for me, 


meant to take all of me, just like | was meant to have you... 
always.” 


The last word rings in my ears like a bell, setting off the 
alarm that is a tidal wave that washes over me. 


“I’m gonna...” my body kicks and | feel him bury himself in 
me even deeper than before, a grunt leaving him. 


| shoot a hand through my legs and can’t find his balls, 
knowing they’ve completely pulled up. 


| try and get my hand back down on the mattress but it’s too 
late. 


| slide into an earth-shaking paradigm-bending orgasm and 
my elbows and wrists give out as | faceplant into the pillow 
as | cream all over his cock. Instantly he responds by 
absolutely unloading a huge, hot geyser of seed into me, 
painting my womb like a Jackson Pollock, covering every 
part of my insides so there’s no way his premonition of me 
carrying his baby doesn’t come true. 


And as crazy as it sounds something inside me clicks, and | 
know he’s right. 


Sweat drips from my body as my knees shake and | go 
completely flat, face down on the bed as he collapses on top 
of me. 


The weight of his body, the sound of his ragged breath in my 
ear, and the hammering of his heart against his ribcage, 
which is flush against my back, is like icing on the most 
amazing Italian bakery cake in the world. My mind wanders 
and | wonder what my wedding cake will look like one day. 
Then again I don’t care. All I care about is who’s feeding it 


to me, and that, | have no doubt, is the man who owns me in 
every way...and who | just completely owned in my own way. 


“Fuck, I’ve never not been able to catch my breath,” he says, 
still on top of me. 


| just smile. That’s because of me, me and only me. | had 
just been conquered by the ultimate alpha male. He was my 
Roman gladiator and tiger all rolled up in one, and | was 
ready to sit on the throne next to him. Always. 


CHAPTER 14 


Taylor 
The next day 


The glass on my parent’s house literally shakes as Ciro and | 
pull up in his Ferrari. The signs of my dad’s true character 
were always there, it’s just that they’re so more glaring now. 
The man used flimsy glass on his own home, cutting corners 
when it came to his own family, yet he developed and sold 
luxury real estate. 


That pretty much sums up where I rank, or should | say 
don’t, in his life. 


Ciro quickly moves around to the other side of the car, 
gently and slowly helping me out of the low bucket seat. I’d 
literally be stuck if it wasn’t for him, but he’s the reason | 
was stuck in the first place, so it kinda cancels out. But 
what doesn’t cancel out is the way my body feels after the 
absolute thrashing his hips gave me last night... over and 
over and over again. 


Now | truly understand that old John Mellencamp song Hurts 
So Good. 


My mom is the first to bolt out of the house. “Sweetheart! 
What did they do to you?” she asks, running to me 
frantically as if there’s a fire inside chasing her. 


“Thank god you’re okay,” my dad says, taking up the rear 
and seemingly in no big hurry. 


My mom wraps me up in a big hug, but I can clearly see her 
eyes shooting daggers toward Ciro. 


“I told you you shouldn’t have ever done business with him,” 
she says through gritted teeth back toward my dad. 


“| didn’t. It was a different... organization,” he swallows, not 
having the stones to say mafia. “He actually saved our little 
girl.” 


“Let’s get you inside and away from all this madness,” my 
mom says, wrapping her arm around me and forcefully 
trying to guide me up to the front door. 


But | don’t budge, and this time it’s not because | can hardly 
walk. 


“I’m not really interested in going inside, mom. That’s 
actually why we’re here.” 


“ We're?” 
| nod. 


“Do something, Timothy!” my mom calls out, 
melodramatically. It’s a bit too late for that at this point. 


“What’s going on, Ciro, | mean Mr. Ciccone?” the man 
formerly Known to me as my dad says. “Can’t we handle this 
like men?” 


“You lost your ability to ever be seen as a man in my eyes 
when you used your own flesh and blood to pay your debt,” 
Ciro barks at him. “Now, what’s going on is your daughter is 
here to,” he pauses. “I’m not here to steal her thunder. I'll 


let her tell you... if she wants to. If she thinks you even 
deserve to know.” 


He turns to look at me and his expression is very clear. If | 
want to be the one to have the cathartic release via the 
words | need to say, then he’s completely behind me. If I’m 
over it and don’t even want to deal, then he’s got me 
covered. 


If | want to be treated like an adult, despite my age, | need 
to act like one. 


“Dad, | mean Timothy, | don’t live here anymore.” 


“Timothy? Since when do you call me by my name and not 
address me as you should.” 


“Since you showed your real worth, or complete lack thereof, 
by trying to devalue hers,” Ciro snarls, taking an aggressive 
step toward my dad. His stance widens and he twists the 
knuckles of his newly formed fist into the palm of his 
opposite hand, just asking my dad to “handle this like men.” 


“Mr. Ciccone, you saved my daughter and l'Il be forever 
grateful,” Timothy says, although his words certainly lacks 
any oomph. “lIl repay you some day for what you did, | just 
need...a little more time.” 


“Time’s up, Tim. You've had eighteen years to be a good 
parent. Damn near seven thousand days to prove your 
worth, and you failed... miserably. As a matter of fact, when 
the shit hit the fan you tried to barter with the only thing 
you had of any worth...the women in your home.” 


“What are you talking about?” 


“Don’t look at me like you don’t know how deep my ties run, 
son,” Ciro says, completely insulting my dad, which he 
absolutely needs. Finally, someone bigger and tougher just 
stepped on our block and my dad’s not such a tough guy 
anymore. “You think anything happens in this town without 
me knowing about it? If so, why was I the one you ran to like 
a little bitch when you fucked up royally... again.” 


“We were going to lose our house!” my dad yells, his voice 
cracking like a school boy. He really needs to stop, this is 
only getting worse and reading like the climactic scene of a 
bad romance novella. 


“So you'd rather lose your daughter instead? Is that it?” 


“You don’t know what it’s like to be in my shoes,” my dad 
tries yet again, but | already know his words have about as 
much sting as a dead gnat. He’s like a fish flopping around 
in the bottom of a boat. A lot of noise, no results and no 
hope of getting anywhere either. 


“You're right. | know nothing about acting like a little bitch, 
being born into a cushy suburban life, only to piss it all away 
and treat the only two women who will tolerate your bullshit 
like crap. In my world you wouldn’t even be alive right now. 
Hell, | asked Taylor if she wanted me to off you, slowly, on 
the drive over. You should be kissing the ground she walks 
on right fucking now as a matter of fact. See, you’re the one 
who doesn’t know what it’s like,” he says, not stopping for 
air nor missing a beat. “See my mother was a crack cocaine 
addicted prostitute who sold me in a seedy cockroach- 
infested rent by the hour motel in a rat-infested alley ina 
sketchy part of Napoli three days after | was born. And for 
what? A fucking hit of smack. Speaking of smack,” he says, 
and takes two steps forward and backhands my dad, 
sending him straight back on his ass. 


My dad wipes his hand across his mouth, which is already 
gushing blood. 


“You're lucky you're a little bitch and | didn’t need to hit you 
with a closed fist to drop you, like a real man that you can 
only wish you were. See, Timothy, life has come full circle. 
Did | buy your daughter? You’re damn right! did. But | 
didn’t just buy her freedom, and yours, from those men who 
were going to kill you. Most importantly | bought her 
freedom from your bullshit.” Ciro leans forward getting his 
face closer to my dad who scrambles backwards on the 
grass. “And it was worth every penny, and more. | would 
have paid everything to have her, but as luck would have it 
she wanted me just as badly as | wanted her. So that’s how 
things are now, and if you try and interfere you’re going to 
get broken in half. Do. |. Make. Myself. Clear?” 


My dad nods. 

“Say it, son.” 

“Yes,” my dad mumbles. 

Ciro cocks an eyebrow and takes a step toward my dad. 
“Yes!” he says. 

“Don’t raise your voice at me either,” Ciro warns. 

Ciro turns to my mom. “Ma’am, I’m sorry you had to see 
this, but it’s done with now. If you need help dumping this 
deadbeat, call your daughter and you'll be taken care of,” he 


says matter of factly. 


Mom just stands there, expressionless. 


“We're done here,” Ciro says, scooping me clean off my feet 
and carrying me to the car. 


As much as | hate to admit it, he’s right. What needed to be 
said was Said...by a real man, a man who knows what he 
wants, unlike my father. 


And Ciro has made it clear he only wants one thing in life 
more than anything else...me. Forever. 


CHAPTER 15 


Ciro 


| rush us back to my place just as fast as | can, making sure 
to follow the speed limit and not endanger us or others. 


It’s crazy what a difference a day makes, and more 
importantly knowing that my woman is carrying my seed 
inside her belly. 


When I pull through the gate Giovanni gives me a nod, 
letting me know what | asked him to get handled has indeed 
been taken care of. | wanted to do it myself, but more than 
anything | wanted this done as soon as possible, and that 
required some help from my team. 


It’s an important turning point in my life, giving up more 
control. Taylor is young, only eighteen, and she has her 
entire life in front of her. As much as I know I can bea 
controlling bastard, | need to take that attention to detail 
and reassert it in a different direction. | need to focus on 
putting all that energy, all that precision, into helping her 
achieve her dreams, because she’s taught me that having 
the right woman by my side was the dream | never knew | 
wanted, because | never had... which is why I never had it. 


It sounds almost like a confusing paradox, like the chicken 
and the egg, but what really comes first in my life can only 
be one thing... my woman. 


I’m carrying her into the house before my driver comes out 
to pull the car into the garage. 


“Ciro, | think | need some time to recover from last night 
before we...resume the festivities.” 


“We've got other festivities planned for now.” 


She shakes her head and smiles that smile that hits me right 
in the gut. Knowing I’m the man that can put it on her face 
has my chest swelling with pride. 


As soon as we're inside | get her situated on the couch, feet 
high in the air. 


“Perfect, because there’s no way I’m getting off my bruised 
butt anytime soon. It’s literally impossible,” she warns. 


“We'll see about that,” | say over my shoulder as | move 
hastily to the kitchen, where Giovanni is already waiting, 
panting from having run up from the front gate and doing 
the other thing he needed to do. 


“Good luck, boss. | just want to say that this is a big 
moment for everyone that works for you. We’re happy for 
you.” 


“Thank you,” | say with extreme sincerity. 


“And we hope now maybe you'll finally stop being a huge 
pain and learn to chill the fuck out a little bit.” 


Any other day in my life | would have punched him and 
terminated his employment immediately, if not more. But 
today? All I can dois smile and give my friend of many 
years a hug. 


He knows it was his chance to get me with a zinger and in 
this moment | don’t mind. | don’t have a care in the world, 
except for one and she’s waiting for me in the other room. 


“So, you’re all situated for the foreseeable future, right?” 


“Yep,” she says. “No way I’m getting off this couch,” she 
brags, almost as if she’s challenging me...and do I ever 
enjoy a challenge. 


“| bet you I can have you off that couch in thirty seconds?” 


“Impossible,” she says, shaking her head as if I’m 
completely crazy. Suddenly her head freezes and she cocks 
an eyebrow my way. “I’m not likely to get up for thirty 
hours,” she says, really rubbing it in my face. She pauses, 
and | watch in real time as curiosity is about to kill the cat. 
“Okay, I’m curious now. What’s the bet?” 


“I'll bet your hand in marriage.” 


“If | get off the couch in the next thirty seconds | have to 
marry you?” 


“That’s right,” | say, more serious than I’ve ever been about 
anything in all my life. 


“| take your bet because there’s no way you're winning. 
Heck, half the thirty seconds have already ticked away. No 
way you’re winning this one.” 


“No way?” 
“No way. There’s nothing you could say or do that—“ She 


freezes, her hands coming up to her face, trembling. “Oh 
my... Ciro!” she says, practically falling off the couch as she 


crawls over to me like our rambunctious baby will do before 
he learns to walk. 


Watching her come to me as | kneel there, the little black 
velvet box open and the seven-carat diamond ring sparkling 
almost as bright as her smile, means everything. 


| don’t ask her, | just take...take her hand and slide it right 
on her finger. 


“That must have cost a fortune,” she says, inspecting it. 


“Nothing costs anything, when you're trading pieces of 
green paper for a moment that’s absolutely priceless.” 


“And a life together that’s just as priceless,” she says, 
throwing her arms around me. 


“| couldn’t have said it better myself,” | agree, putting one 
hand on her stomach. 


“You really think I’m pregnant, don’t you?” 

“No,” | say curtly. 

“Wait? | thought you said—” 

“| didn’t say | think. | said | know.” 

She smiles. “And | know the life we’re going to build 
together, and the one we're making together,” she 
continues, coming around to my way of thinking, “is going 


to be amazing.” 


“It already is, because | have you.” | kiss her hard, pull back 
and see the tears start to stream down her face. “I love you, 


my woman.” 


“| love you, my Italian mafia man.” 


EPILOGUE 


Ciro 
Three months later 


“It’s been three hours, boss,” Giovanni says into his comm 
device from the front gate. 


| don’t want to say anything because | don’t want to wake 
my woman. | should feel like a complete stalker but | don’t. 
There’s just something so incredible about admiring my 
woman sleep that l'Il never get used to. 


| take three steps backward, as quietly as | can, and step 
through the door, closing it gently and then walking down 
the stairs. 


“I’m on my way, and he better make this fast and not waste 
one second of my time.” 


“| think he’s a changed man.” 

“He better be.” 

| slide on my shoes and march down the driveway, hoping 
that the simple physical activity will help me blow off some 
steam, and calm me. But as | arrive at the gate and see the 
face on the other side, the rage that’s already burning inside 
me only intensifies, like gasoline thrown on an open flame. 


“What. Do. You. Want?” 


“I'm here to apologize. | made a mistake, lots of them, and 
I’m trying to make things right.” 


“No shit you made a mistake, and a lot more than a lot of 
them. Your entire existence is a mistake, except for your 
amazing daughter.” I shake my head. “I still don’t know 
how the universe blessed you with that child, nor how you 
managed to fuck it up so royally.” 


“You're right. | made every mistake in the book and that’s 
why I’m here, to try and make amends.” 


“Whatever. You said your piece now go,” | say turning my 
back to him and waving him off. 


“Sweetheart!” he says suddenly. 


My body immediately whips around as | crack my Knuckles. 
If he’s gonna come to my gate and try and insult me with 
some prison yard bullshit then I’m not above whopping his 
ass. I’ve wanted to do it since | slapped him a few months 
ago. Now that Taylor’s not around, and he is, | can give him 
the proper ass whipping he deserves. 


My eyes narrow as | approach the gate, motioning for 
Giovanni to open it, but instead he only motions with his 
head behind me. | turn and see Taylor, looking amazing and 
refreshed as she’s still waking up from her nap. 


So much for getting revenge on her behalf. 


“What are you doing here?” she says with the calm Zen of a 
Buddhist monk. 


| take a step back and let her handle things the way she 
wants to. 


“I've been in therapy for my gambling addiction. I’m an 
addict. It’s shameful, but admitting it is the first step. | hid 
it all these years, able to cover it with all the cash that was 
coming in from the real estate deals, but when that started 
to dry up | knew | had to face it head on. And more 
importantly it’s the reason | acted so poorly to you all those 
years. | was so caught up in catching up on my debts | was 
desperate to do anything just to get back to even again... 
even sell out my own...” 


He can’t even complete the sentence, thankfully, because 
hearing it would push my anger to a point | wouldn’t be able 
to be stopped. I'd rip that wrought iron gate off the hinges 
just to get to him if he came here today to remind my 
woman and | what he put her through. 


Taylor takes a step closer to the gate. “How do I know you’re 
really going to fix this...that you’re going to put up a fight 
and win this battle, defeat the demons inside?” 

“You have my word,” he pleads. 

“That’s not really good enough. Remember, | was there 
when those men came to take me, and you didn’t exactly 
put up much of a fight that time.” 


My teeth grind and my fists tighten even more at the 
memory of that night. 


“I've changed, | promise.” 


| can see in her eyes that she wants to believe him, and | 
would be lying if | said | didn’t want that too. 


I’m Italian, and there’s nothing | respect more than flesh and 
blood. Even when times get tough, you don’t abandon your 
own. Then again he abandoned her, just like my mother 
abandoned me...and the road back has to be long, to prove 
your worth. And he’s got a helluva lot of proving to do if | 
know my woman. 


Not to mention | know she’s seen how | do things, the Italian 
way of honor and silence in our day to day dealings. It’s not 
that I’m teaching her how to be a criminal or anything like 
that, it’s more practice for the day we have a child. No way 
is that kid having an Instagram. We keep family things 
exactly that... between family. Whether it’s money, 
arguments, which we’ve never had nor do I ever anticipate, 
or our love. What happens between these walls stays 
between these walls. 


She exhales hard and crosses her arms over that 
magnificent chest of hers that, either I’m dreaming, or has 
actually gotten bigger lately. 


“Dad, | want to see progress. This isn’t going to be some 
instant kind of thing. You have to prove it to me. | may not 
be from Missouri, but you’ve got to show me.” 


“I will. | promise.” 
“When?” 


“Now. Always. I’ve already completed the first part of the 

program successfully. The first steps are the hardest and | 

already took those, now l'm in a full sprint, but | won’t lie... 
it’s going to last the rest of my life. This is a marathon that 
will test me, but dammit if I’m not gonna win.” 


“You can’t curse when you come around here, if we allow you 
to come around here.” I’m so proud of her for answering for 
both of us. Family. Italians. We can speak for each other in 
absolute terms because family is one, not a collection of 
individual parts to make a whole. 


“I’m sorry.” 


“Don’t apologize to me, apologize to him. He doesn’t want 
to hear profanity.” 


| cock an eyebrow, wondering where Taylor came up with 
that. 


“I'm sorry, Ciro,” he says. 
“Not Ciro. Him,” she says, pointing to her stomach. 


My jaw damn near hits the cobblestones as she turns toward 
me and nods. 


| run to my woman and pick her up, spinning her around 
before realizing what the heck I’m doing. | place her feet 
down carefully as if she’s a porcelain doll that could break. 


“You can still hug me and get a little wild, but yeah... we 
have to be careful for the next six months.” 


| just shake my head in disbelief, even though | knew this 
was coming. | predicted it. Hell, | sooke it into existence. 


She turns to Giovanni. “Can you please open the gate, 
Gio?” 


“Yes, ma’am,” he says, and Timothy comes rushing in, but 
wisely stopping short of us. 


“This is still a process, and | haven’t forgiven you yet...” 
“| understand,” he says. 


“But let’s do this together because our little guy is gonna 
need you...dad.” 


Her choice of words hits Timothy right in the gut and I see a 
tear stream down his eye. Finally, he does something that 
almost leads me to believe he might actually grow some 
balls and be a man one day, despite the tear. He doesn’t 
wipe it away, he just looks at his unborn grandchild, and 
smiles. 

“Now come here and give mea hug. | missed you.” 

Tim wastes no time and | just stand back, letting them do 
what they need to do. A few moments later, Taylor takes her 
dad’s hand and leads him over to me. 

“Can you guys shake and try and start from the beginning?” 
“| don’t know about that,” | say. 

“Just try, Ciro.” 


Dammit, she knows my soft spot. The sound of my name 
rolling of her lips gets me every time. 


“No regressing. No excuses. No making my woman cry,” | 
demand, laying down a line in the sand. 


“| wouldn’t think of it,” he says, extending his hand. 


| Know a hustler when I see one and | think | Know an honest 
guy too...at least one who’s trying. And as much as I want 
to try and get rid of him, what | really want to try is to make 
my woman feel complete, our family whole, and that starts 
by giving our son’s grandfather a chance. 


| slowly extend my hand and he wisely shakes it simply, 
firmly, and looks me in the eye when he does it. 


“Let us know what we can do to help you in this fight,” | say. 


“Thank you, but | promise you I’m not going to need any 
help. I’ve got everything to live for now, everything to 
motivate me to be the man | should have been a long time 
ago.” 


| say nothing, no need to rub his nose in it when he’s being 
sincere and apologetic. 


“I've got everything too,” | simply agree, taking my hand 
from his and wrapping my arms around my woman from 
behind, making sure my two hands gently cup her stomach, 
protecting what’s mine...her, and also what’s ours. My first 
born son. My dream. My life. 


And it’s all because of her. 

“| love you,” | say proudly into her ear. 

“And | love you,” she says, turning to kiss me. 

Her body turns and | hold her, kissing her like time has stood 


still. Finally, we take a moment to breathe, but when we do 
Timothy’s gone. 


“He left,” Giovanni says, correctly identifying the confused 
looks on our faces. 


“He was mad?” 

“He was actually smiling, boss. | think he got it this time. 
He knew that this was a moment for the two of you, and 
maybe later moments like these can include him too.” 
“Maybe,” I say. “It’s no guarantee.” 


“Exactly,” Giovanni agrees. 


“But you know what is guaranteed?” | say, looking down at 
my woman. 


“That you'll be an amazing father?” she says. 
“And...” 


“That our son will look just like you and you'll teach him all 
your Italian family values?” 


“And...” 


“This could go on all day, couldn’t it?” She smiles, her eyes 
wide in anticipation of my answer. 


“Yes it could go on all day, just like my love for you will go on 
forever, and ever, and ever, and...” 


She comes up on her tiptoes and my lips find hers again, our 
bodies melting into each other. 


“I like this pregnancy thing already,” | say. 


“What do you mean?” 

“Look at you getting all possessive.” 

“| learned it from you.” 

“And | learned the most valuable lesson in life from you.” 
“Which is?” 


“When you find the one, you put a ring on her finger and 
make her yours, forever. It doesn’t matter how long it takes, 
or what path you take to get there, but when you’re there 
don’t stop. Grab her with everything you’ve got and love 
her like every moment is your last, because every moment 
we have together is like the first time I laid eyes on you... all 
over again.” 


“And now we have this, because you laid your hands on me,” 
she teases, patting her stomach. 


“And I’m going to do it again and again and again and 
again,” | say, before tickling her playfully. But it’s no joke. 
She already knows | want as big a family as possible, and | 
won’t stop until we get it. 


And Giovanni gets the picture too, sliding inside the guard 
house and closing the blinds, giving us our privacy. 


But there’s now way I’d take her here. She’s mine and only 
mine. For my eyes only. 


Just like I’m only hers...forever and always. 


“| love you,” | say, scooping her up and carrying her up to 
the house to celebrate. 


“| love...us,” she says, throwing her arms around my neck 
and pulling herself up to me just as our lips connect, 
bringing us together...just like we were always meant to be. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Taylor 
Ten years later 


“Wow, these Pellegrino's are really good,” my mom says, 
taking a sip of the sparkling water. 


“Ciro swears they put Perrier to shame, but then again he’s 
always going to say that when comparing something Italian 
to something French.” 


“The man is loyal to his roots. Absolutely nothing wrong 
about that,” my mom says as we prepare drinks for our men, 
and my kids, who are in the backyard kicking a soccer ball 
around with their dad and grandpa. 


It’s hard to believe Ciro and | have been together just over 
ten years now. Time sure does fly when you're having fun. 
And the best thing is we’re a// having fun. 


Dad’s been able to avoid any kind of gambling for an entire 
decade now. It kinda worked out perfectly. Once | started 
popping kids out, dad was able to redirect his love for sports 
from the sportsbooks online, to the backyard where he loves 
nothing more than babysitting our boys and girls. It’s like 
he’s ten years younger now that he gets to mentor the kids 
on soccer, basketball, baseball, and about every other sport 
under the sun. 


And Ciro’s a changed man too. He’s pivoted away from 
Italian tile importing, real estate and his mafia ways, and 


into peer to peer lending. At first he called it legalized loan 
sharking, but then when we sat down and talked about it | 
was able to show him that it’s not about gouging people for 
every last penny. It’s a chance to help people who are down 
on their luck, just like we’ve both been, to get back on their 
feet and get back to enjoying their lives with their families. 
Plus, | argued, it was something he could be proud to show 
the kids one day when they were old enough to truly 
understand the implications and reach of everyone a 
business like this could help. 


| must have been pretty persuasive because we barely make 
a profit on each customer, but because our rates are so good 
we make up for it in volume. At the end of the day it all 
works out, and Ciro finds a way to donate a large chunk of 
the profits to charity, just keeping what we need to live this 
amazing life together, and set aside money so the kids can 
go to any school they want, as long as they get in. 


And the odds are high that they will. Ciro’s also channeled 
that serious, disciplined side of his personality into pushing 
the kids to do their best in school. Sometimes | have to 
throw in the towel after a long day, but not him. He'll stay 
up as long as he has to, until he’s sure all our kid’s 
homework is flawless. 


And thanks to Ciro, flawless is the singular word I’d use to 
describe my life. 


And not just mine. Within three days of buying me at that 
auction years ago, he scheduled a meeting with the don of 
the Lucchese family at one of the establishments run by the 
Lucchese’s...but the meeting never took place. 


Ciro didn’t give me the specifics, and | didn’t really want to 
know in the first place, but | saw something on the news 


about anti-aircraft missiles being fired into a Lucchese run 
pizza parlor, on the day it was closed, thank god. And not 
an hour later there was footage of the cops raiding that 
warehouse while helicopters from the local news stations 
televised the woman inside being led to safety. 


| put the many bottles of Pellegrino on the serving tray, 
along with the shots of espresso, and prepare for my 
balancing act of carrying everything outside as | safely lead 
them to my thirsty family. 


Mom grabs the plate of tiramisu and cannoli and on three | 
throw my hip into the door and we step outside. 


“You haven’t lost the baby weight from the last one yet, 
huh?” mom asks. 


“Thanks for reminding me.” 


“| didn’t mean it like that at all. | swear. | was just 
wondering because | thought that meant maybe you were 
planning on getting pregnant again soon so it was kinda 
pointless to kill yourself in the gym when you were just 
going to gain it all back in a few months time.” 


“You sound a lot like Ciro.” 


“Ciro doesn’t want you to lose the weight?” my mom 
inquires, with a raised eyebrow. 


“I told ya, mom. World’s best husband...ever. He says | 
need to eat more, to stay healthy and show the girls that the 
idea of starving yourself, especially for a guy, is a relic from 
the past. Women are the new men anyway, right? We work 
harder, longer, balance more spinning plates, and can out 
multitask any guy under the sun.” 


“And we don’t complain.” 
“Exactly... because we do it all for our families.” 
“And Ciro wants yours to keep growing? Still?” 


“The man is an animal. He’s showing absolutely zero signs 
of slowing down. Mom, if anything, and | know this sounds 
crazy...his appetite for me is even more insatiable.” 


“Unbelievable.” 
“Tell me about it. | definitely lucked out.” 
“You can say that again.” 


But, in fact, it’s time for me to zip it. I’m happy to share bits 
and pieces with mom, but I’ve really adopted the omertà. | 
keep quiet about what happens inside the walls of our 
home. | really love it actually. It just makes our already 
strong bond that much stronger. 


“Thanks, mom!” the kids yell in unison as they come 
running over all together. There are those strong bonds 
again. 


| take turns patting them all on their little heads, just smiling 
at how handsome and beautiful they all are. I’m sure every 
parent thinks that, and in a lot of ways we're all right, but | 
really think | lucked out by having Ciro as the man who 
made all these little rascals with me. The man’s an absolute 
stud, and our boys are already big and strong for their age. 
Luckily they don’t use it to bully others, only to help and 
protect those that can’t do it for themselves. I’m beyond 
proud at the lessons they’re learning at such a young age. 


“Thanks, beautiful,” Ciro says as he grabs a Pellegrino from 
the tray and tips it back like it’s nothing, only to slam an 
espresso immediately thereafter. 


“Getting tired out there?” | ask. 


“You're gonna see tonight that | never get tired when it 
comes to my priorities. And you know who my number one 
priority is, always.” 


| smile and he kisses my cheek. 


“You better be ready tonight because I’m going full 
Energizer bunny. I’m just gonna keep going, and going, and 
going, and...” 


“You promise?” | wink mischievously. 
“Have | ever let you down?” 


“Literally or metaphorically?” | tease. The man loves 
grabbing me, picking me up and holding me suspended in 
the air while my legs wrap around his back as he thrusts up 
and into me. | have no idea how he does it, but I’m certainly 
not complaining at his displays of strength and agility. 


“Answer D. All of the above. And speaking of answers,” he 
segues immediately. “Ready to be pregnant again?” 


| just shake my head with a huge smile on my face as | look 
at the expression on his face. He looks like a kid on 
Christmas morning, like if | say yes it’s the equivalent of 
Ralphie from A Christmas Story running downstairs at five in 
the morning to find a Daisy Model 1938 Red Ryder youth BB 
gun under the tree. 


“Well, considering you don’t ever allow me to take birth 
control because you love everything natural...| guess you 
never know.” 


He rubs his palms together and kisses me hard on the cheek 
before calling all the kids in for a quick huddle. 


They all stack their hands on top of each other. There’s 
Teodora, Teresa, Carmelo, Claudio, and Cristiano. 


“Mom on six,” he says. 


“On six?” my mom and | say simultaneously, turning to look 
at each other. “I thought it was always on three,” | add. 


“I know why,” Cristiano, our oldest says. “Dad wants a sixth 
kid.” 


Both mom and | cock our heads and our shoulders drop as 
we pause and then burst out laughing. 


“Did | ever tell you you were a smart kid?” Ciro says to 
Cristiano. “All you kids are. You must take after your 
mother,” he says, winking at me. 


He rattles off numbers one through five, and on six they call 
out, “mom,” in unison. Even dad gets in on the act. 


But that’s the best part... none of it’s an act. 


As crazy as it sounds | was bought by the Italian mafia a 
decade ago, but oh how quickly | was sold on the Italian way 
of family first...and with Ciro that’s how it’s always been and 
always will be. 


Forever. 

“| love you,” he says, coming over and wrapping me up ina 
hug. He turns to the kids and says, “We hid some Easter 
eggs way out in the back part of the yard.” 

“Whoa!” they say and all take off. 


“Easter’s still more than two months away. You didn’t really 
hide eggs did you?” 


“Maybe a few.” 
a Why? n 


“That gives us plenty of time to work on number six,” he 
says, scooping me up in his arms. 


“Ciro, it’s the middle of the day.” 


“Perfect, because | want to see you perfectly lit in every last 
detail.” 


“But,” | protest, but he cuts me off immediately. 


“Yep, one of my favorite parts, along with your beautiful 
face, swanlike neck, amazing breasts, full-figured hips...” 
But his words just trail off as his lips find mine, and | realize 
it was all a plan to get me pregnant, again. 


And | have to say...!’m completely sold on the idea. 
“| love you,” he says, as my mom and dad chase the kids to 


the backyard, letting us know we’ve got two babysitters for 
as long as we need in order to give them another grandchild. 


“And | love us,” | agree. 
“Forever.” 
“And always.” 


a Mine.” 
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